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Such  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  Poet  fung, 
Till  Death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh!    juft  beheld  and  loft  !    aJmir'd  and  mourn'd ! 

iteft  manners,  gentleit  a.ts,  adorn'd  ! 
Blefs'd  in.  each  I'cie-  ce  !   blelVd  in  ev'ry  (train! 
Dear  to  the  Mufe,  to  Hurley  dear— in  vain! 

For  him  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  world  attend, 
Fond  to  forget  t!  e  Statefman  in  the  Friend. — ■ 

Abfent  or  dead,  ftill  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
{.\  figh  the  abfent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear;) 
Recall  thofe  nights  th.u  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days, 

Still  hear  thy  Parruii  in  his  living  lays. 

Pipe  to  Lord  Oxford. 
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Charm'd  with  a  zeal  the  Maker's  praife  to  (how, 
Bright  Gift  of  Verfe  defcend  !  and  here  below 
My  ravtth'd  heart  with  rais'd  affection  fill, 
And  warbling  o'er  the  foul  incline  my  will. 
Among  thy  pomp  let  rich  Exprefiion  wair, 
Let  ranging  Numbers  form  thy  train  complete. 
And  when  thy  feet  with  gliding  beauty  tread, 

Let  Fancy's  flow'ry  fpring  e;eft  its  head. 

My  call  is  favour'd.  Time,  from  firir  to  lair, 
Unwinds  his  years ;  the  prefent  fees  the  patt : 
I  view  the  circles  as  he  turns  them  o'er, 
Ana  fix  my  footrteps  where  i.e  went  before. 

Gift  of  Pittry. 
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THE  LIFE  OF 

DR.  THOMAS  PARNELL. 


T70R  what  is  known  of  the  life  of  Parnell,  the  world  is  indebted  to 
1  Dr.  Goldfmith;  and  thofe  who  confider  the  candour  and  ability  of  the 
bioerapher,  will  regret  his  want  of  materials  for  the  completion  of  his 
undertaking;  as  he  acknowledges  he  was  under  a  neceffity  of  taking  the 
character  of  Dr.  Parnell  from  i'uch  as  knew  but  little  or  him,  or  who, 
perhaps,  could  have  given  very  little  information,  if  they  had  known 
more. 

The  circumftances  ftated  in  thefe  memoirs  will,  therefore,  ofcourfe, 
be  chiefly  taken  from  the  account  of  Goldfmith,  a  plan  profelTedly 
adopted  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  paffes  the  greateft  eulogium  on  that  mucn 
admired  writer,  in  the  following  lines,  which  precede  his  Life  of  Dr. 
Parnell. 

44  The  life  of  Dr.  Parnell  is  a  talk  which  I  fhould  very  willingly  de- 
cline, fmce  it  has  been  lately  written  by  Goldfmith;  a  man  of  fuch 
variety  of  powers,  and  i'ucu  felicity  of  performance,  that  he  always 
feemed  to  do  that  belt  which  he  was  doing ;  a  man  who  had  the  art  of 
being  minute,  without  tedioufneis;  and  general,  without  confufion; 
whole  language  was  copious,  without  exuberance;  exact,  without  con- 
ftrainr  •,  aid  eafy,  without  weaknefs. 

u  What  l'uch "an  author  has  told,  who  would  tell  again  ?  I  have  made 
an  sbirracl  from  his  larger  narrative;  and  have  this  gratification  from 
my  attempt,  that  it  gives  me  an  opportunity  of  paying  due  tribute  to 
the  memory  of  Goldfmith." 

Thomas  Parnell  was  defcended  from  an  ancient  family,  that  had  for 
fome  centuries  been  fettled  at  Con::leton,  in  Chefhire.  His  father,  who 
had  been  attached  to  the  Commonwealth  party,  upon  the  Rertoration 
went  over  to  Ireland,  and  purchafed  eftates  there,  which,  together  with 
his  poflefiions  in  Chefhire,  defcended  to  our  Poet;  upon  which  Gold- 
fmith remarks,  that,  for  this  cauie,  44  Want,  which  has  compelled  many 
of  our  greateft  men  into  the  fervice  of  the  Mufes,  had  no  influence 
upon  Parnell;  he  v.'as  a  poet  by  inclination." 

Parnell  was- bom  in  Dublin  in  1679;  and,  after  the  ufua!  education  at 
a  grammar  fchool,  admitted  into  Trinity  College  at  the  age  of  thirteen; 
from  which  it  may  be  inferred,  that  he  had  made  a  great  progrcls  in 
learning;  as  they  are  much  ftncler  in  their  examination  for  entrance 
there  than  either  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge. 

"His  progrefs  (fays  Goldlmith)  through  the  college  courfe  of  ftudy 
was  probably  mar-ed  with  but  little  fplendour;  his  imagination  might 
have  been  too  warm  to  reliih  the  cold  logic  of  Rugeridicius,  or  the.drcary 
fubtleties  of  Smiglefius ;  but  it  is  certain,  that,  as  a  claiTical  1'cholar, 
few  could  equal  him.  His  own  compofitions  fhew  this;  and  the  deference 
which  the  mort  eminent  men  of  bis  time  paid  him  upon  that  head,  put 
it  beyond  a  doubt." 

In  1700  he  took  the  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts,  and  was  in  the  fame 
year  ordained  a  Deacon,  having  obtained  adifpenfation  from  the  Primate, 
as  being  under  twenty-three  years  of  age.  About  three  years  alter  he 
wa3  admitted  into  Prieft's  orders;  and  in  1705  preferred  to  the  Arch- 
deaconry of  Clogher.  About  the  lame  time,  alfo,  he  married  Mifs  Anne 
Minchin,  an  amiable  lady,  by  whom  he  hid  two  fons,  who  died  young, 
and  a  daughter,  who  long  furvived  him. 

His   happy  dii"pontionwforfocie:y  procured  him  the  friendfhip  of  per- 

fons  of  every  rank  and  puny,  as  appears  from  the  extenfivenefs  rf  his 
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connections,  even  before  e  made  any  figure  in  the  literary  world. 
Great  contentions  prevailed  at  t  at  time  between  the  Whigs  and  Tories. 
At  the  head  of  one  party  were  Addifoi,  Steele,  and  Congreve;  at  that 
of  the  other,  Pope,  Swift,  and  Arbuthnot.  "■  Parnell  (fays  Goldfmith) 
was  a  friend  to  both  fides;  and,  with  a  liberality  becoming  a  fcholar, 
fcorr.ed  all  thole  trifling  diftindtions,  that  are  noify  for  the  time,  and  ri- 
diculous to  putt  rity." 

At  the  end  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  however,  at  the  difmiffion  of  the 
Whig  Miniftry,  he  attached  hinifclf  to  the  Tory  party,  not  without  • 
much  cenfure  from  his  friends  in  Ireland,  who  imputed  his  defertion  to 
the  influence  of  Swift,  by  whom  he  was  introduced  to  Hariey,  Earl  of 
Oxford.  When  his  Lordfhip  was  told  that  Dr.  Parnell  waited  among 
the  crowd  in  the  outer  room,  he  went,  at  thejnftance  of  Swift,  with  his 
treafurer's  ftaff  in  his  hand,  to  enquire  for  him,  and  bid  him  welcome  j 
and  afterwards  admitted  him  among:  the  number  of  his  moft  intimate 
friends,  as  may  be  inferred  from  the  following  lines  in  Pope's  Dedi- 
cation; 

For  him  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  world  attend, 

Fond  to  forget  the  ftatefraan  in  the  friend. 

For  Swift  and  him  defpis'd  the  farce  of  ttate, 

The  fober  folhes  of  the  wife  and  great ; 

Pext'rous  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  .Hiit, 

And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  flattery  to  wit." 

His  wit,  pleafantry,  and  claffical  erudition,  procured  him  admiffion 
into  i he  fociety  called  the  Scribblerus  Club,  formed  by  Pope,  Gay,  Ar- 
buthnot, Swift,  and  Jervas.  It  is  probable  the  club  began  with  Parnell  j 
for  it  is  not  mentioned  during  his  intimacy  wi;h  Addifon,  Steele,  and 
Congreve,  previous  to  his  connection  .vith  the  Tory  miniftry.  Few 
focieties  have  been  productive  of  a  greater  variety  of  frolics  and  whimfi- 
cal  conceits,  among  which  the  following  circumiiance,  related  by  Gold- 
fmith, we  apprehend,  will  not  be  difpleafing  to  our  readers. 

**  The  Scri'-blern}  Club,  when  the  members  were  in  town,  were  feldom 
afunder;  they  often  made  excurfions  together  into  the  country,  and 
generally  on  foot.  Swift  was  ufually  the  butt  of  the  company  ;  and  if  a 
trick  was  played,  he  was  always  the  fufferer.  The  whole  party  once 
agreed  o  walk  down  to  the  houfe  of  J_.nrd  Bolingbroke,  whole  feat  was 
about  twelvemiles  from  town.  As  every  one  agreed  to  make  the  beft  of 
his  way,  Swift,  who  was  remarkabie  far  walking,  foon  left  all  the  reft 
behind  him,  fully  reiolved,  upon  his  arrival,  to  chufe  the  very  beft  bed 
for  himfelf,  for  that  was  his  cufrom.  In  the  mean  lime,  Parnell  was 
determined  to  prevent  his  intentions;  and  taking  hovfe,  arrived  at  Lord 
Bolingbroke's,  by  another  way,  long  before  hirft.  Having  apprifed  his 
Lordfhip  of  Swift's  den?n,  it  was  reiolved,  at  any  ra:e,  to  keep  him  out 
of  ihe  houfe;  but  how  to  effect  ihis  v.  as  the  quertion.  Swift  never  had 
the  fmall-pox,  and  was  vt-ry  much  afraid  of  catching  it:  as  foon,  there- 
fore, as  he  appeared  ftriding  alone  at  fome  diftance  from  the  houfe,  one 
of  his  Lordfhip's  fe.vants  was  difpaiched  to  inform  him,  that  the  fmall- 
pox  was  then  making  great  rava  es  in  the  family;  b  ; t  that  there  was  a 
fiimmer-houfe,  with  a  field-bed  at  his  fervice,  at  the  end  of  the  garden. 
There  the  reappointed  Dean  w..s  obliged  to  retire,  and  take  a  cold 
ftpper,  that  was  fent  out  to  him,  while  the  reft  were  feafting  wiihin. 
However,'  a'  !aft,  they  lock  companion  on  him ;  and,  upon,  his  promi- 
fing  never  to  chufe  the  heft  bed  again,  they  permitted  h,m  to  make  one 
of  Ihe  company."  Upon  this  whimncai  adventure,  Goldfmith  remarks, 
■'  there  is  fomething  fatisfaetory  in  thofe  accounts  of  the  follies  of  the 
wife,  as  they  give  a  natural  air  to  the  picture,  and  reconcile  us  to 
our  own." 

Thefe  wits  wrote  many  things  in  conjunction;  and  'heir  connection 
ad;-x.\ccd  the  fame  and  intereii  of  them  ail.  Tiiey  lubmiued  their  pro- 
ductions 
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druftions  to  the  review  of  each  other,  and  readily  adopted  alterations 
dictated  by  tafle  and  judgment,  unmixed  \  ith  envy,  or  any  fviiiter  mo- 
tive.   How  long  the  fociety  iaited  cannot  be  preciiely  determined. 

Having  forme"-  f  ;ch  important  connections  as  afforded  every  reafonable 
ground  for  expectation  of  high  preferment  in  the  church,  Parnell  ap- 
p  lied  himfelf  to  preaching,  and  difp  a  ion  with  great luccels 

in  the  pulpits  of  London  ;  but  the  death  of  the  Quxen  putting  an  end  to 
his  expectations,  he  abated  his  dilig< 

Amidft  thefe  expectations  he  had  rhe  misfortune  to  lofe  his  wife. 
This  event  is  fuppofe.l  to  have  made  an  imie.ible  impreffion  on  his 
fpirits;  and  Pope  reprefents  him  as  falling  from  that  time  into  intempe- 
rance of  wine  This  feems  to  be  corroborated  by  Swift,  in  one  of  h:s 
journals  to  Stella,  where  he  fays,  li  1  am  beartily  lorry  for  poor  Mrs. 
Parnell's  death;  fhe  leemed  to  be  an  excellent  yood-natured  young 
woman;  and  1  believe  the  poor  lad  is  much  afflicted:  they  appear jd  to 
live  perfectly  well  together." 

Goidfmith  aifo  obierves,  that,  from  the  time  of  her  death,  "  he  could 
never  venture  to  court  the  Mufe  in  folitude,  where  he  was  fure  to  find 
the  image  of  her  who  infpired  his  attempts..  He  began,  therefore,  to 
throw  himfelf  into  every  company,  and  to  feek  from  wir.e,  if  not  relief, 
infenfibility.  Thofe  helps  thai  lorrow  firft  called  in  for  affiftance,  habit 
foon  rendered  neceiTary ;  and  he  died  before  h:s  fortieth  yea;,  in  l'ome 
meafure  a  martyr  to  conjugal  fidelity." 

He  was  now  to  derive  every  future  addition  to  his  preferment  from  his 
perfonal  intereft  with  his  private  friends.  Nor  was  he  long  unregarded; 
tor  Swift  warmly  recommended  him  to  Archbjfhop  King,  who  j:ave 
him  a  prebend;  and  about  three  years  after  prcientea  him  to  the  vicarage 
of  Finglas,  in  the  diocefe  of  Dublin,  worth  400!.  a  year.  But  his  pro- 
sperity did  not  la<t  long;  he  enjoyed  his  preferment  little  more  than  a 
year;  for  he  had  died  a:  Cheiter,  on  his  way  to  lrela'd,  in  July,  1717, 
in  the  thirty-eighth  year  of  his  Bee;  and  was  buried  inTiinily  church  in 
that  city,  without  any  monmnenc  to  mark  tne  place  of  his  interment. 
As  he  died  without  ma'e  irTue,  h:s  eftate  devolved  to  his  only  r. 
Sir  John  Parnell,  Bart,  whole  fath  r  was  younger  brother  to  th< 
deacon,  andoi.e  of  the  Juitices  of  the  King's  Bench  in  Ireland.  He  left 
many  compofuions  behind  htm,  ot  which  Pope  felecred  thofe  which  he 
thought  beft,  and  publilhed  them  in  one  volume,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
Earl  of  Oxford. 

41  Such  (fays  Goidfmith)  is  the  very  unpoctical  detail  of  the  life  of  a 
Poet.  Some  dates,  and  a  few  facts,  fcarce  more  intcrefting  than  thole 
that  make  the  ornament  of  a  country  tomb  (tone,  are  ail  that  remain  of 
one  whofe  labours  now  beam  to  excite  c  .rlofiiy.  A  pout,  while  living, 
is  feldom  an  object  lufncieruly  sjre.tt  to  attract  much  attention;  his  icai 
merits  are  known  but  to  a  few,  and  thefe  are  generally  fparir.g  in  their 
prailes.  When  his  tame  is  encreal'cd  by  time,  it  is  then  too  late  to  in- 
veftigatc  the  peculiarities  of  his  difpolition;  the  dews  of  the  morning  are 
p^ft,  and  v/e  vainh  try  to  continue  the  chafe  by  the  meridian  fplendour.  ' 
Parnell  was  a  man' of  very  agreeable  mam  ers.  His  con»'erlation  is 
faid  to  have  been  extremely  pleafmg;  but  in  what  its  peculiar  excellence 
confuted  is  now  unknown.  He  was  refpecled  by  the  world  as  a  man  of 
fuperior  endowments.  To  talents,  learring,  and  virtue,  were  joined  a 
competent  eftate,  and  confiderabie  preferments  in  the  church.  Though 
not  a  very  great  economic,  he  was  by  no  means  fo  profufe  as  to  have 
materially  reduced  his  fortune.  Goidfmith  fays,  M  he  was  the  moft  ca- 
pable man  in  the  world  to  make  rhe  happmels  of  thofe  he  cor.verled 
With,  and  the  leal  ab.e  to  fee  ire  Irs  own.  He  wanted  that  evennefs  of 
difpofnion  which  b?ars  difappointment  without  phiegm,  and  joy  with 
indifference.  He  was  ever  very  much  elated,  or  dcprcf.td;  a:>d  his 
whole  life  was  fpeni  in  agony  or  rapture.    But  the  turbulence  of  il.efe 
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paffions  only  affected  himfelf,  and  never  thofe  about  him.  He  knew  the 
ridicule  of  his  own  character,  and  very  efFeftually  raifed  the  mirth  of  his 
companions  as  well  at  his  vexations  as  at  his  triumph?.  Indeed,  he  took 
care  that  his  friends  fhould  always  lee  him  to  the  belt  advantage;  for 
when  he  found  his  fits  of  fpleen  and  uneafmefs,  which  fometimes  lafted 
for  weeks  together,  returning,  he  betook  himfelf  with  all  expedition  to 
the  remote  parts  of  Ireland,  and  there  made  out  a  gloomy  kind  of  fatis- 
faftion,  in  giving  hideous  defcriptions  of  the  foiitude  to  which  he  re- 
tired. It  is  faid  (continues  Goldi'mith)  of  a  famous  painter,  that,  being 
confined  in  prifon  for  debt,  his  whole  delight  confifted  in  drawing  the 
faces  of  his  creditors  in  caricature.  It  was  juft  fo  with  Parnell.  From 
many  of  bis  unpubliihed  pieces,  which  I  have  feen,  and  from  others  that 
have  appeared,  it  wnuW  feem,  that  icarce  a  bog  in  his  neighbourhood 
was  left  without  reproach,  and  icarce  a  mountain  reared  its  head  unfung." 
M  I  can  eafily,  (fays  Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters  in  ani'wer  to  a  dreary 
defcriptionof  Parnell's,)  I  can  eafily  image  to  my  thoughts  the  folitary 
hours  of  your  eremetical  life  in  the  mountains,  from  fomeihing  parallel 
to  it  in  my  own  retirement."  And  in  another  place,  "  Wc  are  both 
miferably  enough  fituated,  God  knows;  but,  of  the  two  evils,  I  think 
the  folitudes  of  the  South  are  to  be  preferred  to  the  folitudes  of  the 
Weft." 

In  this  manner  Pope  anfwered  him  in  the  tone  of  his  own  complaints; 
and  thefe  defcriptions  of  the  imagined  diftreffes  of  his  firuation  lervcd  to 
give  him  a  temporary  relief,  as'they  threw  off  the  blame  from  himfelf, 
and  laid  upon  fortune  and  accident,  awretchednefs  of  his  own  creating. 
But  thefe  dreary  reprefentations  dilgufted  his  friends  in  Ireland,  who  did 
not  care  to  confefs  themfelves  hi3  fellow  fufferers;  fo  that  he  received 
many  mortifications,  upon  that  account,  among  them:  for  being  natu- 
rally fond  of  company,  he  could  not  endure  to  be  without  even  theirs, 
which,  however,  among  his  Englifh  friends,  he  pretended  to  defpife.  In 
fact,  his  conduct,  in  this  particular,  cannot  be  commended;  for  it  feems 
he  had  either  loft  the  art  to  engage,  or  did  not  employ  his  (kill  in  fe- 
curing  thole  more  permanent,  though  more  humble,  connedtions ;  and 
facrificed,  for  a  month  or  two  in  England,  a  whole  year's  happinefs  by 
his  country  fire-fide. 

However,  what  he  permitted  the  world  to  fee  of  his  life,  was  elegant 
2ndfplend:d.  His  fortune  (for  a  poet)  was  very  confiderable;  and  it 
may  eafily  be  fuppofed  he  lived  to  the  very  extent  of  it.  As  foon  as  ever 
he  had  collected  his  annual  revenu-.-s,  he  immediately  fet  out  for  Eng- 
land, to  enjoy  the  company  of  his  deareft  friends,  and  laugh  at  the  more 
prudent  part  of  the  world,  that  were  minding  bufinefs,  and  gaining 
money.  The  friends  to  whom,  during  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  lie  was 
chiefly  attached,  were  the  members  of  the  Scrihbhrus  Club.,  before  men- 
tioned. Among  thefe  he  was  particularly  happy;  his  mind  was  entirely 
at  eafe,  and  gave  loofe  to  every  harmleis  folly  that  came  uppcrmoft. 
41  Indeed  it  was  a  Ibciety,  (fays  Goldfmith,)  in  which,  of  all  others,  a 
wife  man  might  be  molt  foolifh,  without  incurring  any  danger  of  con- 
tempt." Perhaps  the  reader  may  be  gratified  in  ieeing  a  letter  to  him 
from  a  part  of  this  junto,  as  there  is  fom -thing  ttriking  even  in  the  levi- 
ties of  genius.  It  comes  from  Gay,  Jervas,  Arbr.thnot,  and  Pope,  affem- 
bled  at  a  chop-houfe  near  the  Exchange,  and  is  as  follows. 

**  My  dear  Sir, 
u  I  was  lal>  Trimmer  in  Devonfh-ire,  and  am  this  winter  at  Mrs.  Bonyer's. 
In  the  fummer  I  wrote  a  I'oem,  and  in  the  winter  I  have  ruhliuVd  it,  which 
I  have  fent  to  jou  by  Dr.  Elwood.  In  the  lu-mmer  I  eat  two  difhes  of  to?.d- 
ftoolsof  my  own  gathering,  initead  of  muflirooms  ;  ad  in  the  winter  I  have 
beer,  f.ck  with  wine,  as  1  am  at  this  time,  MelTed  be  God  for  it,  as  I  muft  blefs 
God  for  all  things.  In  the  fummer  I  ipolce  truth  to  daml'els;  in  the  winter  I 
toid  lies  to  ladies.    Now  you  know  where  I  have  beeu,  and  what  I  have  done, 

1  fhali 
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J  (hall  tell  you  what  1  intend  to  do  the  enfuing  l'ummer.  I  propofe  to  do  the 
fame  thing  I  did  b.f',  which  was  to  meet  you  in  any  part  of  England  you  would 
appoint.  Don't  let  me  have  two  difappointmenrs.  I  have  longed  to  hear  from 
you,  and  to  that  intent  have  teazed  you  with  three  or  four  letters;  but  having 
no  anfwer,  I  feared  both  yours  and  my  letters  mi/ht  '  ?.ve  mifcanied.  I  hope 
my  performance  will  p^eafe  the  Dean,  whom  I  o.ten  wi(h  tor,  and  to  whom  I 
would  have  often  v  rote,  but  for  the  fame  reafon  I  neglected  writing  to  you. 
I  hope  I  need  not  tell  you  how  I  love  you,  and  how  giad  I  mould  be  to  neap 
from  you,  which,  next  to  feeing  you,  would  be  the  greateft  fa.tisfaction  to 
"  Your  moft  arfectior.ate  friend  and 
"  Humble  fervant, 

«  J    G." 

"  Dear  Mr.  Archdeacon^ 

"  Though  my  n-oportion  of  this  epifMe  fhould  be   but  a  (ketch  in  miniature, 

yet  I  take  up  half  this  page,  having  paid  my  club  with  this  good  company,  both 

for  our  dinner  of  Ciops  and  for  this  paper.     The  poets   will  give  you  lively  de- 

in  their  way;    I  Ihall  only  acquaint    you  with  that  which  is  direftly 

my  province.     I  have  juft  fet  the  !aft  hand  to  a  couplet,  for  fo  I  may  call  two 

nymphs  in  one  piece.     They  are  Pope's  favourites  ;    and   though  few,  you  will 

guefs,  rauil  have  coft  me  more   paais  than  any  nymphs   can  be  worth.     He  has 

been  fo  unreafonable  to  expect  tha.  I  fhould  have  made  them   as  beautiful  upon 

■   he  has  dine  upon   p:  per.     It    this   fame   Mr.  P fhould  omit  to 

write  for  the  dear  Frogs  and  trie  Pervigilium,  I  muft  in'reat  you  not  to  let  me 
Jang'iifh  for  them,  as  I  have  done  ever  fince  they  crofled  the  feas.  I  am  eoing 
on  at  the  old  rate,  and  want  you  and  t  e  Dean  proc'igioufly;  am  in  hopes  of 
making  you  a  vifit  this  fummer,  and  of  hearing  from  you  both  now  you  are 
toge-her.  Fortefcue,  I  ?.m  fu re,  will  be  concerned  th^.t  he  is  not  in  Curnhill, 
to  fet  his  hand  to  theie  prefents,  not  only  as  a  witnefs,  but  as 

"  Serviteur  tres  humble 

"  C.  JERVAS." 

"  It  is  fo  great  an  honour  U  a  poor  Scotchman  to  be  remembered  at  this. 
time  a  day,  efpecially  by  an  inhabitant  of  the  Gtacioli?  lerne,  that  I  take  i:  very 
hankfully,  and  Have  with  my  good  friends,  remembered  you  at  our  table  in  the 
:hop-houfe  hi  Exchange-Alley.  There  »  anted  nothing  to  complete  our  happi- 
lefs  but  your  company,  and  our  dear  friend  the  Dean's.  I  am  lure  the  whole 
meat  would  have  been  to  his  reljfh.  Gay  has  got  fo  much  morey  by  his 
'  Art  of  walking  the  Streets,"  that  he  is  ready  to  fet  up  his  equipage:  he  is 
nft  going  to  the  Bank  to  negociate  fome  exchange  bills.  Mr.  Pore  delays  the 
econd  volume  of  his  Homer  till  the  martial  fpirit  of  the  rebels  is  quite  quelled, 
:  being  judged  that  the  firft  part  did  fome  harm  that  way.  Our  love  again  and 
■aain  to  the  dear  Dean,  Fuimus  Tropes.    I  can  fay  no  more. 

"  ARBUTHNOT." 

"  When  a  man  is  confcious  that  he  does  no  good  himfelf,  the  next  thin?  is 
o  caufe  others  to  do  lorne.  I  may  ctaim  fome  merit  this  way,  in  haftening 
(.is  teitimonial  from  your  friends  above  writing:  their  love  to  you,  indeed, 
?ants  no  fpur,  their  ink  wants  no  ten,  their  pen  wants  no  hand,  their  hand 
i-ants  no  heait,  and  fo  forth,  (after  the  manner  of  Rabelais,  which  is  berwixt 
jrne  meaning  aid  no  meaning;)  and  yet  it  may  be  faid,  whenp.efent  thought 
r,d  opportunity  is  wanting,  tl.eir  pens  want  ink,  their  hands  want  pc:  s,  their 
earts  want   hands,  &c.  till  time,  place,  and  conveniency,   concur  to  fet  them 

writing;  as  at  prefcnt,  a  fociable  meeting,  a  ^ood  di;  ner.  warm  fire,  and  an 
Jfy  fmiation  do,  to  the  joint  labours  and  pie.  fures  of  this  epiftle;  wherein  if  I 
lould  fay  nothing,  I  fhould  fay  much,  (much  berg  included  in  my  love;) 
lough   my  lo-e  be  f  ,ch,    that  if  I  mould  fay  much,  I  fhould  yet  fay  nothing, 

being  (as  Cowley  f'.ys)  equally  importable  either  to  conceal  or  exprefs  it. 

"  If  I  were  to  tell  you  the  t  ing  I  wifh  above  all  things,  it  is  to  fae  you  a^ain  ; 
ie  next  is  to  lee  here  your  treatife  of  Zoilus,  with  the  Satrachojnuanachia^ 
id  the  Pervigilium  Verxtr'n  :  they  are  mat>er-pieces  in  feveral  kinds  ;  and  I  quef- 
On  not  the  profe  is  as  excellent  in  its  fort  as  the  Effay  on  Homer.  Nothing 
in  be  more  glorious  to  that  great  author,  than  that  the  fame  hand  that  raifed 
is  laft  ttatue  and  decked  it  with  its  old  laurels,  mould  alfo  ha  gup  the  fcare- 
■ow  of  his  miferab.'e  critic,  aTid  gibbet  up  the  carcafe  of  Zoilu  ,  to  the  terror 
:  the  witlings  of  poitenty.  More,  and  much  more,  upon  this,  and  a  thou  land 
.her  fubjects,  will  be  the  matter  of  my  next  letter,  wherein  I  muft  oDen  all 
.e  friend  to  you.  At  this  time  I  muft  be  content  with  telling  you,  I  am  faitb,- 
illy  your  moft  affeftionate,  aad 

«'  Humble  fervant, 

"  A.  POPE." 
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Goldfmith  obferves,  that  "  if  we  regard  this  letter  with  a  critical  eyr, 
we  fhall  find  it  indifferent  enough ;  if  we  confider  it  as  a  mere  effufion  of 
friendfhip,  in  which  every  writer  contended  in  affe£tion,  it  will  appear 
much  to  the  honour  of  thofe  who  wrote  it.  To  be  mindful  of  an  abient 
friend  in  the  hours  of  mirth  and  leading,  when  his  company  is  leaft 
wanted,  ihews  no  flight  degree  offincerity ;  yet  probably  there  was  ftill 
another  motive  for  writing  thus  to  him  in  conjunction.  The  above 
named,  together  with  Swift  and  Parnell,  had  fome  time  before  formed 
themfelves  into  the  ScribbUrus  Club,  and  I  fhould  fuppofe  they  comme- 
morated him  thus  as  being  an  abfent  member.  It  is  paft  a  doubt,  that 
they  wrote  many  things  in  conjunction,  and  Gay  ufually  held  the  pen. 
And  yet  I  don't  remember  any  productions  which  were  the  joint  efforts  of 
this  fociety  as  doing  it  honour.  There  is  fomething  feeble  and  quaint  in 
all  their  attempts,  as  if  company  repreffed  thought,  and  genius  wanted 
folitude  for  its  boldeft  and  happieft  exertions.  Of  thefe  produ&ions  in 
which  Parnell  had  a  principal  fhare,  that  of  the  Origin  of  the  Sciences 
from  the  Monkies  in  Ethiopia  is  particularly  mentioned  by  Pope  himielf, 
in  fome  manufcript  anecdotes  he  left  behind  him." 

Pope  was  not  only  exceffively  fond  of  Parneil's  company,  but  likewife 
under  feveral  literary  obligations  to  him  for  his  affiftance  in  the  Transla- 
tion of  Homer,  as  appears  by  the  following  extraft  from  one  of  his 
letters. 

11  My  bufinefs  (fays  Pope)  depends  entirely  upon  you.  The  moment 
1  loft  you,  Euftathius,  with  nine  thoufand  contractions  of  the  Greek 
character,  arofe  to  my  view.  Spendanus  with  ail  his  auxiliaries,  in 
number  a  thoufand  pages,  (value  three  fhillings,)  and  Dacier's  three 
volumes;  Barnes's  two;  Valterie's  three  ;  Cuperus,  half  in  Greek;  Leo 
Allatius,  three  parts  in  Gree:c ;  Scaliger,  Macrobius,  and,  worfe  than 
all,  Aulus  Gellius.  All  thefe  rufhed  upon  my  foul  at  once,  and  whelmed 
me  under  a  fit  of  the  head-ach.  J  curfed  them  all  religioufly,  damned 
my  belt  friends  amongft  the  reft,  and  even  blafphemed  Homer  himfelf. 
Dear  Sir,  not  only  as  you  are  a  friend,  and  a  good-natured  man,  but  as 
you  are  a  Chriftian  and  a  Divine,  come  back  fpeedily,  and  prevent  the 
increafe  of  my  fins ;  for  at  the  rate  I  have  begun  to  rave,  1  fhall  not 
only  damn  all  poets  and  commentators  who  have  gone  before  me,  but  be 
damned  myfelf  by  all  that  come  after  me.  In  fhort,  come  down  forthwith, 
or  give  me  goodreafons  for  delaying,  though  but  for  a  day  or  two,  by  the 
next  poft.  If  1  find  them  juft,  I  will  come  up  to  you;  though  you  know 
how  precious  my  time  is  at  prefent.  My  hours  were  never  worth  lo 
much  money  before."* 

Gay  was  obliged  to  Parnell  on  another  account;  for  being  always 
poor,  he  was  not  above  receiving  from  him  the  copy-money  which  he 

§ot  for  his  writings.f    From  all  thefe  teftimonies  we  may  conclude,  that 
'arnell  merited  the  character  of  an   agreeable,  a  generous,  and  a  fin- 
cere  man. 

Our  Author,  as  Goldfmith  obferves,  is  only  to  be  confidered  as  a 
Poet,  as  his  prolaic  writirgs  were  never  held  in  general  eftimation.  The 
life  of  Homer,  prefixed  to  the  tranflation  of  the  Iliad,  was  written  by  him, 
and  corrected  by  Pope;  and,  as  that  great  man  affures  us,  in  the  fame 
place,  this  correction  was  not  effected  without  great  labour.  "•  Ic  is  ftill 
ftiff,  (fays  he,)  and  was  written  ftill  ftiffer.  As  it  is,  I  verily  think,  it  coft 
me  more  pains  in  correcting,  than  the  writing  it  would  have  done.'' 
Goldfmith  gives  credit  to  this  obfervation  of  Pope,  and jurtifies  his  opinior 

by 

*  It  may  eafily  be  perceived,  from  this,  that  Parnell  was  not  a  little  necef 
fary  to  Pope  in  conducing  his  tranflatinn  ;  h  >  ■  ever,  he  has  worded  it  fo  ambi- 
guoufly,  that  it  is  impofiible  to  bring  the  charge  directly  againft  him. 

f  Pope,  in  a  letter  to  Parnell,  defires  to  kr.ow  upon  what  terms  he  is  to  dea 
with  trie  bookfeller  refpeftinp,  the  fale  or  two  of  his  works,  and  whether  hi 
defigned  the  tepy-mmcy  for  Gay,  as  he  had  mentioned  on  a  former  occafion. 
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by  remarking,  that  every  thing  of  Parnell's,  that  has  appeared  in  profe, 
is  written  in  a  very  awkward,  inelegant  manner.  He  admits  that  his 
productions  teem  with  imagination,  and  fhew  great  learning,  while  they 
want  that  eafe  and  fweetnefs  for  which  his  poetry  is  lb  much  admired: 
and  the  language  is  alio  moit  fharnefuliy  incorrect.  Yet,  though  all  this 
may  be  allowed,  Pope  fhould  I  ave  taken  care  not  to  leave  his  errors 
upon  record  againft  him,  or  put  it  in  the  power  of  envy  to  tax  his  friend 
with  faults  that  do  not  appear  in  what  he  has  left  to  the  world.  A  poet 
has  a  right  to  expett  the  lame  fecrecy  in  his  friend  as  in  his  confeflbrj 
the  fins  he  difcovers  are  not  divulged  for  puniihment,  bat  pardon.  In- 
deed, Pope  is  almoft  inexcufable  in  this  inftance,  as  what  he  i'eems  to 
condemn  in  one  place  he  very  much  applauds  in  another.  In  one  of  the 
letters  from  him  to  Parneil,  he  treats  tre  Life  of  Homer  with  much 
greater  refpect;  and  feems  to  fay,  that  the  profe  is  excellent  in  its  kind. 
Who  then  can  defend  his  candour  or  his  fincenty  ? 

When  Doctor  Johnlbn  has  given  his  opinion  of  Goldfmith  in  the  ner- 
vous language  we  have  cited  in  the  introductory  p..rt  of  thefe  memoirs, 
and  corroborated  the  fame,  by  obferving,  that,  of  Parnell's  compositions, 
felected  by  Pope,  and  dedicated  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  "  Goldfmith  has 
given  an  opinion,  and  his  criticifm  is  feldom  fate  to  contradict,"  we 
vouch  the  higheft  authority  for  laying  ;t  before  our  readers  in  his  own 
exprefs  words. 

"  The  univerfal  efteem  (fays  Goldfmith)  in  which  his  Poems  are  held, 
and  thereiterated  pleafure  they  give  in  theperufal,  are  a  furficient  teft  of 
their  merit.  He  appears  to  me  to  be  the  laft  of  the  great  fchool  that  had 
modelled  itfelf  upon  the  ancients,  and  taught  Englifh  poetry  to  refemble 
what  the  generality  of  mankind  have  a;lowed  to  excel.  A  rtudious  and 
correct  oblerver  of  antiquity,  he  fets  himfelf  to  confider  nature  with  the 
lights  it  lent  him  ;  and  ne  found  that  the  more  aid  he  borrowed  from  the 
one,  the  more  delightfully  he  refembled  the  other.  To  copy  nature  is  a 
tafJc  the  moft  bungling  workman  is  able  to  execute;  to  feleit  fuch  parts 
as  contribute  to  delight,  is  referved  only  for  thofe  whom  accident  has 
bleiTed  with  uncommon  talents,  or  fuch  as  have  read  the  ancients  with 
indefatigable  induftry.  Parnell  is  very  happy  in  the  felection  of  his 
images,  and  ferupulouily  careful  in  the  choice  of  hisfubiects.  His  pro- 
ductions bear  no  refemhiance  to  thole  tawdry  things  whicn  it  has  for  lome 
time  been  the  fafhion  to  admire;  in  writing  which  the  poet  fits  down 
without  any  plan;  and  heaps  up  fpiendid  images  without  any  feiection; 
where  the  reader  grows  dizzy  with  praiie  and  admiration,  and  yet  loon 
grows  weary,  he  can  fcarce  tell  why.  Our  Poet,  on  the  contrary,  gives 
out  his  beauties  with  a  more  fparing  hand ;  he  is  ftili  carrying  his  reader 
forward,  and  juft  gives  hi:n  refrelhment  furficient  to  fupport  him  to  his 
journey's  end.  At  the  end  of  his  courfe,  the  reader  regrets  that  his  way 
has  been  ibfnort;  he  wonders  that  it  gave  him  fo  little  trouble,  and  fo 
refolves  to  go  over  the  journey  again. 

"  His  poetical  language  is  not  lefs  correct  than  his  fubjects  are  p!ea- 
fing.  He  found  it  at  that  period  in  which  it  was  brought  to  its  pitch  of 
refinement;  and  ever  fince  his  time  it  has  been  gradually  debafing.  It 
is,  indeed,  amazing,  after  what  has  been  done  by  Dryden,  Aridifon,  and 
Pope,  to  improve  and  harmonize  our  native  tongue,  that  their  fucceiibrs 
fhould  have  taken  fo  much  pains  to  involve  it  in  priftine  barbarity.  Thefe 
mifguided  innovators  havenot  been  content  with  reftoring  antiquated  words 
andphrafes,  but  have  indulged  themfelves  in  themoft  licentious  tranfpofi- 
tions  andthe  harfheft  constructions,  vain.y  imagining  that  the  more  their 
writings  are  unlike  prole,  the  more  they  referable  poeuy.  They  have 
adopted  a  language  of  their  own,  and  call  upjn  mankind  for  admiration. 
All  thofe  who  do  not  underrta  \d  them  are  u  eni;  and  ihofe  who  make  out 
their  meaning,  are  willing  to  nraife,  to  fhew  they  underhand.  Fron. 
thefe  follies  and  aff*6"tau^;i=  theJPoenia  o:  Parnell  are  entirely  free:  hs 

tun 
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has  confidered  the  language  of  poetry  as  the  language  of  life,  and  Con* 
veys  i he  warmeft  thought  in  the  fimpleft  expreffion. 

**  Of  PjrneH's  collection,  feie&ed  by  Pope,  tome  are  indifferent,  and 
fome  moderately  good;  but  the  greater  part  are  excellent.  Some  ftiic- 
tures  on  the  moJ  ltiiking  fhall  conclude  this  account. 

"  Hefiod,  or  the  Rife  of  Woman,  is  a  very  fine  iilultration  of  a  hint 
from  Hefiod.  It  was  one  of  his  earlieft  productions,  and  firft  appealed  in 
aiiiiiceiiany,  published  by  Tonfon. 

"  Of  the  three  Songs  that  follow,  two  of  them  were  written  upon  the 
lady  he  afterv/ards  married:  they  were  the  genuine  dictates  of  his  pafiion, 
bat  are  not  excellent  in  their  kind. 

"  The  Anacreontic,  beginning  with  Wkenfpring  came  on  withfrefb  delight, 
is  taken  from  a  French  Poet,  whofe  name  I  forget;  and,  as  far  as  1  am 
able  to  judge  of  the  French  language,  is  better  than  the  original.  The 
Anacreontic  that  follows,  Gay  Bacchus,  &c.  is  alio  a  translation  of  a 
Latin  poem  by  Aurelius  Augurellus,  an  Italian  poet.  Parnell,  when  he 
translated  it,  applied  the  chaia£teis  to  fome  of  his  friends;  and  as  it  was 
written  for  their  entertainment,  it  probably  has  given  them  more  plta- 
fure  than  it  has  given  the  public  in  the  perufal.  It  ieems  to  have  more 
fpirit  than  the  original;  but  it  is  extraordinary  that  it  was  publifhed  as 
an  original,  and  not  as  a  translation.  Pope,  as  he  knew  it,  fhould  have 
acknowledged  it. 

"  The  Fairy  Tale  is  inconteitably  one  of  the  fineft  pieces  in  any  lan- 
guage. The  old  dialed  is  not  perfectly  preferved,  but  that  is  a  very 
flight  dtfed  where  all  the  reft  is  fo  excellent. 

"  The  Pervigilium  Veneris  (which,  by  the  bye,  does  not  belong  to  Ca- 
tullus) is  very  well  veriified ;  and  in  general  all  Parr.ell's  translations  are 
excellent.  The  Battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice  is  done  as  well  as  the  fubjedt 
would  admit  ;  but  there  is  a  detect  in  the  translation,  which  finks  it  be- 
low the  original,  and  which  it  is  impoflible  to  remedy.  1  mean  the 
names  of  the  combatants,  which  in  the  Greek  bear  a  ridiculous  allufion 
to  their  natures,  but  ha/e  no  force  to  the'Englifh  reader.  A  bacon-eater 
was  a  good  name  for  a  moufe;  and  Pternotraclas,  in  Greek,  was  a  very- 
good  iounding  word,  that  conveyed  that  meaning.  Puff-cheek  would 
iound  odioufly  as  a  name  for  a  frog;  and  yet  Phyfi^nathus  dees  admi- 
rably weli  in  the  original. 

**  The  epiftle  to  Mr.  Pope  is  one  of  the  fineft  compliments  that  ever 
v.  as  paid  10  any  poet ;  the  delcription  of  his  fituation  at  the  end  of  it 
is  very  fine,  but  very  far  from  being  true.  Mr.  Coote,  a  gentleman  in 
his  neighbourhood,  who  thought  that  he  himfelt  had  wit,  was  very  much 
difplealed  with  Parnell  for  cafting  his  eyes  fo  far  off  for  a  learned  friend, 
when  he  could  fo  conveniently  be  fupplied  at  home. 

"The  translation  of  a  part  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  into  monkifh 
verfe,  Serves  to  lhew  what  a  matter  Parnell  was  of  the  Latin  ;  a  copy  of 
verles  made  in  this  manner,  is  one  of  the  mort  difficult  trli-s  than  can 
porfibly  be  imagined.  1  am  affired  that  it  was  written  upon  the  follow- 
ing cccafion.  Before  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  was  yet  completed,  Pope 
was  reading  it  lo  his  friend  Swift,  who  fat  very  attentively,  while  Par- 
riell,  who  happened  to  be  in  the  houfe,  went  in  and  out,  without  feeni- 
ing  to  take  any  notice.  However,  he  was  very  diligently  employed  in 
liftening;  and  was  able,  from  the  ttrength  of  his  memory,  to  bring  away 
the  whole  defcriprion  of  the  toilet  pretty  exacUy.  This  he  vc-rfifk-d  in 
the  manner  now  publifhed  in  his  works  ;  and  the  next  day,  when  Pope 
was  reading  his  poem  to  fome  friends,  Parnell  infilled  that  he  had  ftolen 
that  part  of  the  description  from  an  od  monkish  manuscript.  Ari  old 
paper,  with  the  Latin  vcrfes,  was  foon  brought  forth;  and'  it  was  -ot 
till  after  Some  time  that  Pope  was  ue.ivered  from  the  conlufion  it  fi:ft 
produced.  4t  The 
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€l  The  Bmi  Worm  is  another^  acknowledged  translation  from  a  Latin 
poem  by  Beza.  it  was  the  falhion  with  the  wits  of  the  laft  age  to  con- 
ceal the  places  from  whence  they  took  their  hints  or  their  fuDJecls.  A 
trifling  acknowledgment  would  have  made  that  lawful  prize  which  may 
now  may  be  eonfidered  as  plunder. 

** The  Night  Piece  on  Death  deferves  every  praife;  and  I  fhould  fup- 
pofe,  with  very  little  amendment,  might  be  made  to  l'urpais  ail  thole 
night-pieces  and  church-yard  p;eces  that  have  fince  appeared. 

**  But  the  Poem  or  ParnelPs  beft  known,  ar.d  on  which  his  beft  repu- 
tation is  grounded,  is  the  Hermit.  Pope,  {peaking  of  this,  in  thofe  ma- 
nulcript  anecdotes  already  mentioned,  fays,  that  "  the  poem  is  very 
good.  That  the  poem  was  written  originally  in  Spanifh,  whence  preba- 
bly  Howell  had  iranrtated  it  into  prole,  and  ir.ferted  it  in  one  of  his 
letters.  Addifon  liked  the  fcheme,  and  was  not  dilinclined  to  come  into 
it.  However  this  may  be,  Dr.  Henry  Moore,  in  his  Dialogue,  has  the 
rery  lame  itory  5  and  I  have  been  informed  by  ibmc,  that  it  is  originally 
of  Arabian  invention." 

Dr.  Johnfon  thus  briefly  comments  on  the  criticifm  of  Goldfmith. 
M  He  beiiows  (fays  the  Doctor)  juft  praife  upon  the  Rife  of  Woman,  the 
Fairy  Tale.,  and  the  P-  1  is;  and  nas  very  properly  remarked, 

lhat,  in  the  Barle  rf  Mice  and  Frogs,  the  Gree'  names  have  not  in  Englifh 
their  original  effect.  He  tells  us  lhat  the  B'.ok-zcorm  is  borrowed  from 
Befca;  but  he  fhould  have  added,  with  modern  applications:  and  when 
be  diiicovers  that  Cay  Bacchus  :s  translated  from  Augurelius,  he  ought  to 
have  remarked,  that  the  latter  part  is  purely  Parnell's.  Another  poem, 
When  fpring  came  en,  is,  he  fays,  taken  from  the  French.  1  would  add, 
that  the  deicription  of  Barrenness,  in  his  verfes  to  Pope,  was  borrowed 
from  Senmdus;  but  k.tely  fearcning  for  the  paffage,  which  1  had  formerly 
rc.-d,  1  could  not  find  it.  The  Night  Piece  m  Death  is  indireclly  preferred 
by  Goldfmith  to  Gray's  Church-Yard  ;  but,  i:,  my  opinion,  Gray  has  the 
advantage  in  d.gnity,  variety,  and  originality  of  Sentiment.  He  obferves, 
that  the  ftory  oi  the  Hermit  is  in  Moore's  Dialogue  and  Howell's  Let- 
ters, andfiippofes  it  to  have  been  originally  Arabian. 

**Gotdfmith  bus  not  taken  any  notice  of  the  Elegy  to  the  old  Beauty , 
which  is  perhaps  the  moaned-,  nor  of  the  Allegory  on  Man,  the  happieft, 
or  Parnell's  peiormances.  The  hint  of  the  Hymn  to  Contentment  1  iiifpedt 
to  have  been  borrowed  from  Cleveland." 

The  general  character  ol-Parneli  is  not  great  (or  extent  of  cempre- 
henfion,  or  fertility  of  mind.  His  praife  mult  be  derived  from  the  tafy 
fweetnefs  of  his  di'ion:  in  his  verfes  there  is  more  bappinefs  than 
pains:  he  is  fpritely  without  fV.it;  and  always  delights,  t!  ough  he 
r.e.er  ravifhes:  every  thing  is  proper,  yet  every  thing  fcems  cafual. 
Jf  tp.ere  is  fome  appearance  of  elaboration  in  the  Hermit,  the  nan  .1 
it  :s  iel's  airy,  is  lefs  pleafing.  Of  his  other  competitions  it  is  impossible 
to  fay,  wheu.er  they  are  the  producf  io.'.s  or'  nature  fo  excellent  as  no:  to 
want  the  help  of  art,  or  of  art  fo  refined  as  to  refemble  nature. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

ROBERT, 

EARL  OF  OXFORD  AND  EARL  MORTIMER. 

CUCH  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  Paet  fun?, 
^  Till  Death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  to-gue. 
Oh  !  juft  benrld  and  loit!  admir'd  and  mourn'di 
With  fofteft  manners,  gentlert  arts,  adom'dl 
Elels'd  in  each  icience!  blefs'd  in  ev'ry  ftrai.i1 
Dear  to  the  Mule,  to  Harley  dear  —in  vain1 
For  him  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  worKi  attend, 
Fond  to  forget  the  ftatefman  in  the  friend; 
For  Swift  ar.d  him  defpis'd  the  farce  of  ftite, 
The  fobcr  todies  of  the  wife  and  great ; 
D;xt'rous  the  craving  fawriirg  crowd  to  quit, 
Acdpleas'd  to 'ieape  from  Flattery  to  Wit. 

Abfent  or  dead,  fti;l  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  figh  the  abfent  claims,  th>:  dead  a  tear,) 
Rccail  thofe  mgh:s  that  c:os  d  thy  toilfomc  days. 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays  ; 
Who  carelei's  now  of  int'reft,  fame,  or  fate, 
Perhaps  forgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great} 
Or  deeming  meaneft  what  we  greater  call, 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  tny  fail 

And  Aire  if  aught  below  the  feats  divine 
Can  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  foul  like  thine; 
A  foul  fupreme,  in  each  hard  inftance  try'd, 
Above  all  pain,  ail  paffion,  and  ail  pride, 
The  rage  of  pow'r,  the  blaft  of  public  breath, 
The  luft  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  dea-.h. 

In  vain  to  rleferts  thy  retreat  is  made, 
The  M.ife  altends  thee  to  thy  Ulent  ;hader 
'lis  her's  the  brave  man's  latert  fteos  to  trace, 
Rejudge  h:s  a£fs,  and  dignify  dii? 
When  Int'reii  ca'us  off  ail  her  ineai<ing  train. 
And  all  the  obiig'd  defei :,  and  all  ihe  vain, 
She  waits  or  to  Ihe  fcarToid  or  the  ceil, 
When  the  la.*  ling'ring  friend  has  bid  farewell: 
E'en  now  fhc  (hades  thy  ev'ning  walk  with  bays, 
;No  hireling  fhe.  no  proftitute  to  praile) 
E'en  now,  obfervant  of  the  parting  ray, 
Eyes  the  calm  fun-fet  of  thy  various  day, 
Thro<  g:i  Fortu.-te'f  cloud  one  truly  great  can  fee, 
Nor  feu-;,  to  -.ell  that  Mortimer  is  he. 

Sept.  25.  17*1.  A.  POPE. 
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Anacreontic   I. 

VXTKEN  fpring  came  on  with  frefli  delight, 
To  cheer  the  ibul  and  charm  the  fight, 
While  eafy  breezes,    fofter  rain, 
And  warmer  iuns,  falute  the  plain, 
*Twas  then,  in  yonder  piny  grove,  5 

That  Nature  went  to  meet  with  Love. 

Green  was  her  robe,  and  green  her  wreath, 
Where'er  me  trod  'twas  green  beneath  ; 
Where'er  me  turnM  the  pulfes  beat 
With  new  recruits  of  genial  heatj  10 

And  in  her  train  the  birds  appear, 
To  match  for  all  the  coming  year. 

Rais'd  on  a  bank,  where  daifies  grew, 
And  vi'lets  intermix'd  a  blue, 

She  finds  the  boy  fhe  went  to  find ;  1 5 

A  thouland  Pleafures  wait  behind  j 
Afide  a  thouland  arrows  lie, 
But  all  unfeather'd  wait  to  fly. 

When  they  met,  the  dame  and  boy, 
Dancing  Graces,  idle  Joy,  ao 

Wanton  Smiles,  and  airy  Play, 
Confpir'd  to  make  the  (bene  be  gay; 
Love  paifd  the  birds  through  all  the  grove, 
And  Nature  bid  them  fing  to  Love  j 

Sitting,  hopping,  flutt'ring,  fmg,  *5 

And  pay  their  tribute  from  the  wing, 

To  fledge  the  fhafts  that  idly  lie, 

And  yet  unfeather'd  wait  to  fly. 

'Tis  thus,  when  fpring  renews  the  blood, 

They  meet  in  ev'ry  trembling  wood,  30 

And  thrice  they  make  the  plumes  agree, 

And  every  dart  they  mount  with  three, 

And  ev'ry  dart  can  boaft  a  kind, 

Which  huts  each  proper  turn  of  mind* 
£  a 
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From  the  tow "■  ring  eagle's  plume  55 

Thegen'rous  hearts  accept  their  doom  j 
Shot  by  the  peacock's  painted  eye, 
The  vain  and  airy  lovers  die: 
For  careful  dames  and  frugal  men 
The  (hafts  are  fpeckled  by  the  hen. .  40 

The  pyes  and  parrots  deck  the  darts 
When  prattling  wins  the  panting  hearts  j 
When  from  tiie  voice  the  pailions  i'pring, 
The  warbling  finch  affords  a  wing  : 
Together  by  the  Iparrow  itung,  45 

Down  fall  the  wanton  and  the  young  ; 
And  fledg'd  bv  geei'e  the  weapons  fly. 
When  others  lovt — they  know  nut  why. 

Ail  this  (as  late  I  chanc'd  to  rove) 
I  learn'd  in  yonder  waving  grove.  50 

(i  And  fee,"  fays  Love,  (who  call'd  me  near.) 
**  How  much  [  deal  with  Nature  here, 
**  How  bot'i  fupport  a  proper  part} 
"  She  gives  the  leather,  I  the  dart : 
ft  Then  ceafe  for  iouls  averie  to  fighj  55 

"  If  Nature  crofs  ye,  lb  do  I ; 
"  My  weapon  there  unfeatherM  flies, 
"  And  makes  and  ihufBes  through  the  Ikies : 
*'  But  if  the  mutual  charms  I  find 
•*  By  which  me  links  you  mind  to  mind,  60 

€f  They  wing  my  fhafts,  I  poize  the  darts, 
tl  And  ftrike  from  both  through  both  your  hearts,"  6* 

Anacreontic  II. 

f^  AY  Bacchus,  liking  Eft-court's  wine, 

^-*"  A  noble  meal  befpoke  us, 
And  for  the  gueftsthat  were  to  dine 
Brought  Comus,  Love,  and  Jocus. 

The  god  near  Cupid  drew  his  chair,  5 

Near  Comus  Jocus  plac'd, 

For  wine  makes  love  forget  its  care, 

And  mirth  exalts  a  feaft. 
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The  more  to  pleafe  the  fprightly  god, 

Each  fweet  engaging  Grace  10 

Put  on  fome  clothes  to  come  abroad, 

And  took  a  waiter's  place. 

Then  Cupid  nnm'd  at  every  glafs 

A  lady  or'  the  flcy, 

While  Bacchus  fwore  he'd  drink  the  lafs,  1.5 

And  had  it  bumper  high. 

Fat  Comus  tofVd  his  brimmers  o"er, 

And  always  got  the  mod; 

Jocus  took  care  to  fill  him  more, 

Whene'er  he  mifs'd  the  toaft.  20 

They  call'd  and  drank  at  every  touch  j 
He  filTd  and  drank  again  j 
Arid  if  the  gods  can  take  too  much, 
*Tis  laid  they  did  fo  then. 

Gay  Bacchus  little  Cupid  (lung,  »; 

By  reck'ning  his  deceits  ; 

And  Cupid  mock'd  his  ftamm'ring  tongue 

With  ail  his  hagg'ring  gaits  : 

And  Jocus  droll'd  on  Comus'  ways, 

And  tales  without  a  jeft,  30 

While  Comus  call'd  his  witty  plays 

But  waggeries  at  belt. 

Such  talk  foon  fet  'em  all  at  odds  ; 

And,  had  I  Homer's  pen, 

I'd  Hng  ye  how  they  drunk  like  gods,  35 

And  how  they  fought  like  men. 

To  part  the  fray  the  Graces  fly, 
Who  make  'em  loon  agree  $ 
Nay,  had  the  Furies*  ieives  been  nigh, 
They  ftill  were  three  to  three.  40 

B  \ 
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Bacchus  appeas'd,  rais'd  Cupid  up, 
And  gave  ium  back  his  bow; 
But  kept  fome  darts  to  ftir  the  cup 
Where  fack  and  fugar  flow. 

Jocus  took  Comus*  rerfy  crown,  ^.j 

And  gailv  wore  the  prize, 

And  thrice  >n  mirth  he  puftYd  him  down, 

As  thrice  he  (trove  to  rife. 

Then  Cupid  fought  the  myrtle  grove 

Where  Venus  did  recline,  50 

And  Venus  clofe  embracing  Lcve, 

They  join'd  to  rail  at  wine. 

And  Comus,  lcudlv  cuffing  wit, 

Roil'd  off  to  fome  retreat, 

Where  boon  companions  gravely  fit  55 

In  fat  unwieldy  ftate. 

Bacchus  and  Jocus,  ftill  behind, 

For  one  frefh  glafs  prepare  : 

They  kifs,  and  are  exceeding  kind, 

And  vow  to  be  fincere.  60 

But  part  in  time  whoever  hear 

This  our  instructive  fong; 

For  though  fuch  friendships  may  be  dear, 

They  can't  continue  long.  64. 


ECLOGUES. 

HEALTH,     AN    ECLOGUE. 

XJOVV  early  fhcpherds  o'er  the  meadow  pais, 
■^   And  print  long  footfteps  in  rhe  glitf'ring  grafs  ; 
The  cows  neglectful  of  their  pafture  Hand, 
By  funis  obfequious  to  the  milker's  hand. 

When  Damon  ibftlv  trod  the  (haven  lawn,  5 

Damon,  a  youth  from  city  cares  withdrawn  j 
Long  was  the  pleafmg  walk  hewander'd  through, 
A  cover'd  arbour  clos'd  the  diftant  view  $ 
There  relts  the  youth,  and,  while  the  feather'd  throng 
Raife  their  wild  muiic,  thus  contrives  a  long.  10 

Here  wafted  o'er  by  mild  Etefian  air, 
Thou  country  goddels,  beauteous  Health  !   repair  j 
Here  let  my  bread  thro'  quiv'ring  trees  inhale 
The  roiy  blefiings  with  the  morning  gale. 
What  are  the  fields,  or  flow'rs,  or  all  I  fee  ?  IS 

Ah!  taltelefs  all,  if  not  enjoy'd  with  thee. 

Joy  to  my  Soul!  I  feel  the  goddefs  nigh, 
The  face  of  Nature  cheers  as  well  as  I ; 
O'er  the  flat  green  refreihing  breezes  run, 
The  fmiling  dailies  blow  beneath  the  fun,  *o 

The  brooks  run  purling  down  with  Giver  waves, 
The  planted  lanes  rejoice  with  dancing  leaves, 
The  chirping  birds  from  all  the  compal's  rove, 
To  tempt  the  tuneful  echoes  of  the  grove  ; 
High  funny  fummits,   deeply  (haded  dales,  25 

Thick  morly  banks,  and  flow'ry  winding  vales, 
With  various  prolpecl  gratify  the  fight, 
And  fcatter  fix'd  attention  in  delight. 

Come,  country  Goddefs !  come  j  nor  thou  fuffice, 
But  bring  thy  mountain- lifter  Exercife.  30 

Cali'd  by  thy  lively  voice  me  turns  her  p3ce, 
Her  winding  horn  proclaims  the  fmifh'd  chace; 
She  mounts  the  rocks,  me  ikims  the  level  plain  j 
Dogs,  hawks,  and  horfts,  crowd  her  early  train  j 
Her  hardy  face  repels  the  tanning  wind,  35 

And  lines  and  medics  loofely  float  behind  : 
Allthele  as  means  of  toil  the  feeble  fee, 
But  thefe  are  helps  to  plealure  johvd  with  thee, 
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Let  Sloth  lie  foffning  till  high  noon  in  down, 
Or  lolling  fan  her  in  the  fultry  town,  40 

Unrcerv'd  with  reft,  and  turn  her  own  difeafe, 
Or  fofter  others  in  luxurious  cafe  : 
I  mount  the  courier,  call  the  deep-moutrfd  hounds, 
The  fox  unkennellM  flies  to  covert  grounds  j 
I  lead  where  ftags  thro'  tangled  thickets  tread,         4* 
And  (hake  the  faplings  with  their  branching  head  j 
I  make  the  falcons  wing  their  airy  way, 
And  ibar  .0  feize,  or  ftooping  ftrike,  their  preyj 
To  fnare  the  fifh  I  fix  the  luring  bait ; 
To  wound  the  fowl  I  load  the  gun  with  fate.  5© 

*Tis  thus  thro'  change  of  exercife  I  range, 
And  ffrength  and  plealure  rife  from  evYy  change. 
Here,  beauteous  Health  !  for  all  the  year  remain, 
When  the  next  comes,  I'll  charm  thee  thus  again. 

Oh  come,  thou  Goddefs  of  my  rural  long  !  55 

And  bring  thy  daughter,  calm  Content,  along; 
Dame  of  the  ruddy  cheek  and  laughing  eye, 
From  whofe  bright  prefence  clouds  of  ibrrow  fly: 
For  her  I  mow  my  walks,  I  plat  my  bow'i  s, 
Clip  low  my  hedges,  and  fupport  my  flowVs  j  60 

To  welcome  her  this  fummer-feat  I  drelt, 
And  here  I  court  her  when  (he  comes  to  red; 
When  (he  from  exeicife  to  learned  eafe 
Shall  change  again,  and  teach  the  change  to  pleale. 

Now  friends  converfing  my  fpft  hours  refine,         65 
AndTully's  Tufculum  revives  in  mine: 
Now  to  grave  books  I  bid  the  mind  retreat, 
And  fuch  as  make  me  rather  good  than  great; 
Or  o'er  the  works  of  eafy  Fancy  rove, 
Where  flutes  and  innocence  amufe  the  grove :  70 

The  native  bard  that  on  Sicilian  plains 
Firft  fung  the  lowly  manners  of  the  fwains, 
Or  Maro's  Mufe,  that  in  thefairelt  light 
Paints  rural  prolpefts  and  the  charms  of  fight; 
Thefe  foft  amufements  bring  content  along,  75 

And  fancy,  void  of  forrow,  turns  to  long. 
Here,  beauteous  Health  !  for  all  the  year  remain, 
When  the  next  comes,  I'll  charm  thee  thus  again.  78 
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THE  FLIES,   AN  ECLOGUE, 

T717HEN  in  the  river  cows  for  coolnefs  {land, 
*  *     And  fheep  for  breezes  feelc  the  lofty  land, 
A  youth  (whom  JEfop  taught  that  ev'ry  tree, 
Each  bird  and  infect,  (poke  as  well  as  he) 
Walk'd  calmly  muling  in  a  (haded  way,  5 

Where  flow'ring  hawthorn  broke  the  funny  ray, 
And  thus  inftru6ts  his  moral  pen  to  draw 
A  i'cene  that  obvious  in  the  field  he  law. 

Near  a  low  ditch,  where  mallow  waters  meet, 
Which  never  learn'd  to  glide  with  liquid  feet,  10 

Whole  Naiads  never  prattle  as  they  play, 
But,  fcreen'd  with  hedges,  (lumber  out  the  day, 
There  (lands  a  (lender  fern's  aipiring  (hade, 
Whofe  anfw'ring  branches  regularly  laid 
Put  forth  their  aniw'ring  boughs,  and  proudly  rife  15 
Three  ftories  upward  in  the  nether  (kies. 

For  (helter  here,  to  (hun  the  neon-day  heat, 
An  airy  nation  of  the  ilies  retreat  j 
Some  in  foft  air  their  filken  pinions  ply, 
And  fome  from  bough  to  bough  delighted  fly  j  20 

Some  rife,  and  circling  light  to  perch  again, 
A  plealing  murmur  hums  along  the  plain. 
So  when  a  ftage  invites  to  pageant  (hows,  m 
(If  great  and  fmall  are  like)  appear  the  beaux ; 
In  boxes  fome  withfpruce  pretenfion  fit,  25 

Some  change  from  feat  to  feat  within  the  pit, 
Some  roam  the  fcenes,   or,  turning,  ceafe  to  roam  ; 
Preluding  mufic  fills  the  lofty  dome. 

When  thus  a  Fly  (if  what  a  Fly  can  fay 
Beferves  attention)  rais'd  the  rural  lay :  30 

l<  When  late  Amintor  made  a  nymph  a  bride, 
*<  Joyful  I  flew  by  young  Favonia's  fide, 
•*  Who,   mindlefs  of  the  feafting,  went  to  fip 
*l  The  balmy  pleafure  of  the  (hepherd's  lip  : 
ti  I  law  the  wanton,  where  I  ftoop'd  to  (up,  35 

«'  And  half  reiolv'd  to  drown  me  in  the  cup, 
««  Till,  brufh'd  by  carelefs  hands,  (he  foar'd  above: 
<<  Ceafe,  Beauty  I  ceafe  to  vex  a  tender  love." 
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Thus  ends  the  youth,   the  buzzing  meadow  rung, 
And  thus  the  rival  of  hjs  mufic  lung:  40 

"  When  funs  by  thoufands  fhone  in  orbs  of  dew, 
"  I,  wafted  foft,  with  Zephyretta  flew, 
*«  Saw  the  clean  pail,  and  fought  the  millcy  cheer, 
t(  While  little  Daphne  feiz'd  my  roving  dear. 
"  Wretch  that  I  was  !  I  might  have  warn'd  the  dame, 
"  Yet  fat  indulging  as  the  danger  came  ;  46 

"  But  the  kind  huntrefs  left  her  free  to  foar : 
"  Ah  !  guard,  ye  Lovers  !  guard  a  miftrefs  more.'" 

Thus  from  the  fern,  whole  high-proje&ing  arms 
The  fleeting  nation  bent  with  du'ky  fwarms,  50 

The  fwains  their  love  in  eafy  mufic  breathe, 
When  tongues  and  tumult  ftun  the  field  beneath : 
Black  ants  in  teams  come  darkening  all  the  road, 
Some  call  to  march,  and  feme  to  lift  the  load  j 
They  ftrain,  they  labour  with  inceflant  pains,  55 

Prefs'd  by  the  cumbrous  weight  of  fingle  grains. 
The  Flies,  ftruck  filent,  gaze  with  wonder  down  j 
The  bufy  burghers  reach  their  earthy  town, 
Where  lay  the  burthens  of  a  wint'ry  ftore, 
And  thence  unwearied  part  in  fearch  of  more  :         60 
Yet  one  grave  fage  a  moment's  fpace  attends, 
And  the  fmall  city's  loftieft  point  afcends, 
Wipes  the  fait  dew  that  trickles  down  his  face, 
And  thus  harangues  them  with  the  graveft  grac« : 

*'  Ye  foolifh  Nurflings  of  the  iummer  air  !  65 

"  Thefe  gentle  tunes  and  whining  fongs  forbear  j 
"  Your  trees  and  whifp'ring   breeze,  your  grove  and 
"  Your  Cupid's  quiver,  and  his  mother's  dove  :   £love, 
"  Let  bards  to  bufinefs  bend  their  vigorous  wing, 
*f  And  fing  but  feldom,  if  they  love  to  ling ;  7° 

"  Elfe  when  the  flow'rets  of  the  feafon  fail, 
"  And  this  your  ferny  fhade  forfakes  the  vale, 
"  Tho'  one  would  fave  ye,  not  one  grain  of  wheat 
*'  Should  pay  fuch  fongfters  idling  at  my  gate." 

He  ceas'd  :  the  Flies,  incorrigibly  vain, 
Heard  the  May'r's  fpeech,  and  fell  to  ling  again.     76 


SONGS. 

Song  I , 
TX7HEN  thy  beauty  appears 

*  *     In  its  graces  and  airs, 
All  bright  as  an  angel  new  dropt  from  the  fky, 
At  diftance  I  gaze,  and  am  aw'd  by  my  fears, 
So  ftrangely  you  dazzle  my  eye  !  5 

But  when  without  ait 

Your  kir.d  thoughts  you  impart, 

When  your  love  runs  in  blufhes  thro'  every  vein  ; 

When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pants  in  your 

Then  I  know  you're  a  woman  again.  [heart, 

f*  There's  a  paflion  and  pride  1 1 

«<  In  our  lex  (flic  reply  M) 

M  And  thus  (might  I  gratify  both)  I  would  do  : 

•«  Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  lover  befide, 

««  But  ftill  be  a  woman  to  you."  15 

Song  II. 
rr,HYRSIS,  a  youth  and  am'rous  fwain, 
•*■    Saw  two,  the  beauties  of  the  plain, 
Who  both  his  heart  fubdue  ; 
Gay  Cselia's  eyes  were  dazzling  fair, 
Sabina's  eafy  Ihape  and  air  5 

With  fofter  magic  drew. 

He  haunts  the  rtream,  he  haunts  the  grove, 

Lives  in  a  fond  romance  of  Jove, 

And  feem*  for  each  to  die j 

Till  each  a  little  Ipiteful  grown,  10 

Sabina  Caelia's  lhape  ran  down, 

And  (he  Sabina's  eye. 

Their  envy  :r.:A;  the  fhephenl  5nd 

Thofe  eyes  which  love  could  only  blind, 

So  Set  the  lover  free  :  35 

No  more  he  haunts  the  grove  or  rtream, 

Or  with  a  true-love  knot  and  name 

Engraves  a  wounded  tree. 
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"  All,  Caelia !  (fly  Sabina  cry'd) 

«  Tho'  neither  love,  we're  both  deny'd  j 

"  Now  to  fupport  the  lex's  pride, 

il  Let  either  fix  the  dart." 

"  Poor  Girl!  (fays  Caelia)  fay  no  more; 

«  For  fhould  the  Twain  but  one  adore, 

"  That  fpite  which  broke  his  chains  before 

"  Would  break  the  other's  heart."' 

Song  III. 

MY  days  have  been  fo  wondrous  free, 
The  little  birds,  that  fly 
With  carelefs  eafe  from  tree  to  tree, 
Were  but  as  bleft  as  I. 

Afk  gliding  waters  if  a  tear 
Of  mine  increas'd  their  itream  ? 
Or  afk  the  flying  gales  if  e'er 
I  lent  one  figh  to  them  ? 

But  now  my  former  days  retire, 
And  I'm  by  beauty  caught ; 
The  tender  chains  of  fweet  defire 
Are  fix'd  upon  my  thought. 

Ye  Nightingales!  ye  twirling  Pines! 
Ye  Swains  that  haunt  the  grove  ! 
Ye  gentle  Echoes!  breezy  Winds'. 
Ye  clofe  Retreats  of  Love ! 

With  all  of  nature,  all  of  art, 
AfTift  the  dear  design; 

0  teach  a  young  unpractts'd  heart 
To  make  my  Nancy  mine. 

The  very  thought  of  change  I  hate 
As  much  as  of  defpair, 

Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 
Unlets  it  be  for  her. 

'Tis  true  the  pafTion  in  my  mind 

Is  mix'd  with  fof't  diftrefs, 

Vet  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 

1  cannot  wifh  it  lefs. 
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A     HYMN     TO     CONTENTMENT. 

T  OVELY,  lafting  peace  of  mind  ! 

-*-J  Sweet  delight  of  humankind  I 

Heav'nly  born,  and  bred  on  high, 

To  crown  the  fav'rites  of  the  iky 

With  more  of  happinefs  below  5 

Than  viclors  in  a  triumph  know! 

Whither,   O  whither  art  thou  fled, 

To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head ! 

What  happy  region  doft  thou  pleafe 

To  make  the  feat  of  calms  and  eafe  ?  XO 

Ambition  fearches  all  its  fphere 
Of  pomp  and  ftate  to  meet  thee  there; 
Increafmg  Avarice  would  find 
Thy  prefence  in  its  gold  enfhrin'd. 
The  bold  advent'rer  ploughs  his  way  15 

Thro1  rocks,  amidft  the  foaming  fea, 
To  gain  thy  love,  and  then  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves. 
The.  iilent  heart,  which  grief  aflails, 
Treads  loft  and  lonefome  o'er  the  vales,  20 

Sees  dailies  open,  rivers  run, 
f\nd  feeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done)  . 
^muling  thought,  but  learns  to  know 
That  lbiitude's  the  nurfe  of  woe. 
>Jo  real  happinefs  is  found  2  5 

n  trailing  purple  o'er  the  ground  ; 
)r  in  a  foul  exalted  high, 
To  range  the  circuit  of  the  flcy; 
-onverle  with  ftars  above,  and  know 
Ul  Nature  in  its  forms  below  ;  30 

"he  relt  it  feeks  in  feeking  dies, 
^.nd  doubts  at  laft  for  knowledge  rife. 

Lovely,  lafting  Peace  !   appear  ; 
^his  world  itlelf,  if  thou  art  here, 
C 
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Is  once  again  with  Eden  bleft, 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breaft. 

*Twas  thus,  as  under  made  I  ftood, 
Ifung  my  wifhes  to  the  wood, 
And,  loft  in  thought,  jio  more  perceiv'd. 
The  branches  whilper  as  they  wav'd  : 
It  feem'd  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Confefs'd  the  prefence  of  the  Grace : 
When  thus  fhe  l'poke — st  Go  rule  thy  will, 
«  Bid  thy  wild  paffions  all  be  flillj 
*c  Knew  God — and  bring  thy  heart  to  know 
"  The  joys  which  from  religion  flow; 
'*  Then  ev'ry  Grace  fhail  prove  its  gueft, 
**  And  I'll  be  there  to  crown  the  reft." 

Oh  !  by  yonder  moiTy  feat, 
In  my  hours  of  fweet  retreat, 
Might  I  thus  my  foul  employ 
With  ienle  of  gratitude  and  joy  ; 
Rais'd,  as  ancient  prophets  were, 
In  heav'nly  virion,  praile,  and  pray'r, 
Pleafing  all  men,  hurting  none, 
Pleas'd  and  ble'fs'd  with  God  alone  ; 
Then  while  the  gardens  take  my  light 
With  all  the  colours  of  delight, 
While  filver  waters  glide  along, 
To  pleafe  my  ear  and  court  my  long, 
I'll  lift  my  voice  and  tune  my  firing, 
And  thee,  great  Source  of  Nature !   ling. 

The  fun  that  walks  his  airy  way 
To  light  the  world  and  give  the  day, 
The  moon  that  mines  with  borrow'd  light, 
The  ftars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night, 
The  feas  that  roll  unnumber'd  waves, 
The  wood  that  fpreads  its  fhady  leaves, 
The  field  whole  ears  conceal  the  grain, 
The  yellow  treafure  of  the  plain j 
All  of  thefe,  and  all  I  fee, 
Should  be  lung,  and  lung  by  me ; 
They  fpeak  their  Maker  as  they  canj 
But  want  and  afk  the  tongue  of  man. 
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Go  fearch  3mong  your  idle  dreams,  75 

Yourbufy  or  your  vain  extremes, 
And  find  a  life  of  equal  biifs, 
Or  own  the  next  begun  in  this.  78 

A    HYMN    FOR     MORNINO. 

CEE  the  ftar  that  leads  the  day, 

^  Rifing  ihcots  a  golden  ray, 

To  make  the  (hades  of  darknefs  go 

From  heav'n  above  and  earth  below, 

And  warn  us  early  with  the  fight  5 

To  leave  the  beds  of  filent  night, 

From  an  heart  fincere  and  found, 

From  its  very  deepeft  ground, 

Send  Devotion  up  on  high, 

WingM  with  heat,  to  reach  the  fky.  i» 

See  the  time  for  deep  has  run, 

Rife  before  or  with  the  fun, 

Lift  thine  hands,  and  humbly  pray 

The  Fountain  of  eternal  day, 

That  as  the  light  ferenely  fair  IS 

Illuftrates  all  the  tracls  of  air, 

The  facred  Spirit  fo  may  reft 

With  quickening  beams  upon  thy  bread, 

And  kindly  clean  it  all  within 

From  darker  blemifhes  of  fin,  »o 

And  fhine  with  grace,  until  we  view 

The  realm  it  gilds  with  glory  too. 

See  the  day  that  dawns  in  air, 

Brings  along  its  toil  and  care, 

From  the  lap  of  Night  it  fprings  *5 

With  heaps  of  bus'nefs  on  its  wings ; 

Prepare  to  meet  them  in  a  mind 

That  bows  lubrmtfively  reiign'd, 

That  would  to  works  appointed  fall, 

And  knows  that  God  has  order'd  all.  3° 

And  whether  with  a  final!  repaft 

We  break  the  fober  morning  faft, 
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Or  in  our  thoughts  and  houfes  lay 
The  future  methods  of  the  day, 

Or  early  walk,  abroad  to  meet  35 

Our  bus'nefs..  with  induftrions  feet, 
Whatever  we  think,  whate'er  we  do, 
His  glory  ftill  be  kept  in  view. 

0  Giver  of  eternal  blifs  ! 

Heav'nly  Father !  grant  me  this,  40 

Grant  it  all  as  well  as  me, 

All  whofe  hearts  are  fix'd  on  thee, 

Who  revere  thy  Son  above, 

Who  thy  facred  Spirit  love. 

A    HYMN     FOR     NOOK. 

"THHE  fun  is  fwiftly  mounted  high, 
•*-    It  glitters  in  the  fouthern  (ky, 
Its  beams  with  force  and  glory  beat, 
And  fruitful  earth  is  fill'd  with  heat. 
Father !  alfo  with  thy  fire  5 

Warm  the  cold,  the  dead  defire, 
And  make  the  facred  love  of  thee 
With  my  foul  a  fun  to  me : 
Let  it  mine  fo  fairly  bright, 

That  nothing  elfe  be  took  for  light,  10 

The  worldly  charms  be  feen  to  fade, 
And  in  its  luftre  find  a  fhade  : 
Let  it  ftrongly  mine  within, 
To  fcatter  all  the  clouds  of  fin, 

That  drive  when  gufts  of  paffion  rife,  15 

And  intercept  it  from  our  eyes ; 
Let  its  glory  more  than  vie 
With  the  fun  that  lights  the  fky : 
Let  it  fwiftly  mount  in  air, 

Mount  with  that,  and  leave  it  there,  so 

And  foar  with  more  afpiring  flight 
To  realms  of  everlafting  light. 
Thus,  while  here  I'm  forc'd  to  be, 

1  daily  wilh  to  live  with  thee, 
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And  feel  that  union  which  thy  love  *5 

Will,  after  death,  complete  above. 

From  my  foul  I  fend  my  pray'r, 

Great  Creator  !    bow  thine  ear  j 

Thou,  for  vvhofe  propitious  iway 

The  world  was  taught  to  fee  the  day,  30 

Who  fpake  the  word,  and  earth  begun, 

And  fhew'd  its  beauties  in  the  fun, 

With  pleafure  I  thy  creatures  view, 

And  would  with  good  affection  too, 

Good  aftec~lion  fweetly  free,  35 

Loofe  from  them,  and  move  to  thee: 

O  teach  me  due  returns  to  give, 

And  to  thy  glory  let  me  live  ! 

And  then  my  days  ilia.Il  fliine  the  more, 

Or  pafs  more  blehxd  than  before.  40 

A     HYMN     FOR     EVENING. 

r"PHE  beam-repelling  mifts  arife, 
■*•    And  evening  fpreads  obfcurer  ikies  : 
The  twilight  will  the  night  forerun, 
And  night  itfelf  be  foon  begun. 

Upon  thy  knees  devoutly  bow,  5 

And  pray  the  Lord  of  glory  now 
To  fill  thy  breaft,  or  deadly  (in 
May  caufe  a  blinder  night  within. 
And  whether  plealing  vapours  rife, 
Which  gently  dim  the  clofing  eyes,  JO 

Which  make  the  weary  members  bleft 
With  fweet  1  efrefhment  in  their  reft, 
Or  whether  fpirits  in  the  brain 
Difpel  their  foft  embrace  again, 

And  on  my  watchful  bed  I  llay,  1 5 

Forfook  by  fleep,  and  waiting  day  j 
Be  God  for  ever  in  my  view, 
And  never  he  forfake  me  too; 
But  it  ill  as  day  concludes  in  night, 
To  break  again  with  new-born  light,  »o 

His  wondrous  bounty  let  me  find 
With  ilill  a  more  enlighten'd  mind. 

C3 
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When  grace  and  love  in  one  agree, 
Grace  from  God,  and  love  from  me, 
Grace  that  will  from  heav'n  inlpire, 
Love  that  fealsit  in  defire, 
Grace  and  love  that  mingle  beams, 
And  fill  me  with  increafing  flames. 
Thou  that  halt  thy  palace  far 
Above  the  moon  and  every  ftar, 
Thou  that  fitteft  on  a  throne 
To  which  the  night  was  never  known, 
Regard  my  voice,  and  make  me  bleft, 
By  kindly  granting  its  requeft. 
If  thoughts  on  thee  my  foul  employ, 
My  darknefs  will  afford  me  joy, 
Till  thou  (halt  call,  and  1  fliall  foar, 
And  part  with  darknefs  evermore. 


*5 
30 

35 
3* 
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EPISTLES. 

TO  MR.  POPE. 

T^O  praife,  yet  ftill  with  due  reff>e£t  to  praife, 

A  bard  triumphant  in  immortal  bays  ; 
The  learn'd  to  mow,  the  fenfible  commend, 
Yet  frill  preferve  the  province  of  the  friend  j 
What  life,  what  vigour,  muft  the  lines  require?        5 
What  mufic  tune  them  ?  what  affection  fire  ? 

O  might  thy  genius  in  my  bofom  fhine! 
Thou  iliouldit  not  fail  of  numbers  worthy  thine  j 
The  brighteft  Ancients  might  at  once  agree 
To  fing  within  my  lays,  and  fing  of  thee.  10 

Horace  himfeif  would  own  thou  doit  excel 
In  candid  arts  to  play  the  critic  well ; 
Ovid  himfeif  might  wifli  to  fing  the  dame 
Whom  Windfor-Foreft  fees  a  gliding  fbeamj 
On  filver  feet,  with  annual  ofier  crown'd,  15 

She  runs  for  ever  thro'  poetic  ground. 

How  flame  the  glories  of  Belinda's  hair! 
Made  by  the  Mufe  the  envy  of  the  fair  ; 
Lels  fhone  the  treffes  Egypt's  princefs  wore, 
Which  iweet  Callimachus  fo  lung  before.  20 

Here  courtly  trifles  fet  the  world  at  odds, 
Belles  war  with  beaux,  and  whims  defcend  for  gcds. 
The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ridicule, 
Mock  the  grave  frenzy  of  the  chemic  tool : 
But  know,   ye  Fair!   a  point  conceal'd  with  art,       25 
The  Svlphs  and  Gnomes  aie  but  a  woman's  heart : 
The  Graces  ftand  in  fight ;  a  Satyr  train 
Peep  o"er  their  heads,  and  laugh  behind  the  fcene. 

In  Fame's  fair  temple,  o'er  the  boldefl  wits, 
Enflirin'd  on  high  the  iacred  Virgil  fits,  30 

And  fits  in  meafures,  fuch  as  Virgil's  Mufe, 
To  place  thee  near  him,  might  be  fond  to  chufe : 
How  might  he  tune  th'  alternate  reed  with  thee, 
Perhaps  a  Strephon  thou,  a  Daphnis  he, 
While  fome  old  Damon,  o'er  the  vulgar  wife,  55 

Thinks  he  deierves,  and  thou  de'erv'it  the  prize  ? 
Rapt  with  the  thought,  my  fancy  leeks  the  plains, 
And  turns  me  fhepkerd  while  I  hear  the  drains. 
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Indulgent  nurfe  of  ev'ry  tender  gale, 
Parent  of  flowerets,  old  Arcadia!  hail:  40 

Here  in  the  cool  my  limbs  at  eafe  I  fpread, 
Here  let  thy  poplars  whifper  o'er  my  head  j 
Still  Aide  thy  waters  foft  among  the  trees, 
Thy  afpins  quiver  in  a  breathing  breeze  j 
Smile  all  thy  vallies  in  eternal  fpring ;  4.5 

Be  hufh'd,  ye  Winds!  while  Pope  and  Virgil  fmg. 

In  Englifh  lays,  and  all  lublimely  great, 
Thy  Homer  warms  with  all  his  ancient  heat} 
He  mines  in  council,  thunders  in  the  fight, 
And  flames  with  ev'ry  fenfe  of  great  delight.  50 

Long  has  that  poet  reign'd,  and  long  unknown, 
Like  monarchs  lparkling  on  a  diftant  throne  j 
In  all  the  majeffy  of  Greek  retir'd, 
Himfelf  unknown,  his  mighty  name  admir'dj 
His  language  failing  wrapp'd  him  round  with  night, 
Thine,  rais'd  by  thee,  recalls  the  work  to  light.     56 
So  wealthy  mines,  that  ages  long  before 
Fed  the  large  realms  around  with  golden  ore, 
When  chok'd  by  finking  banks,  no  more  appear, 
And  fhepherds  only  fay,  "  The  mines  were  here  j"    60 
Should  fome  rich  youth  (if  Nature  warm  his  heart, 
And  all  his  projects  ftand  inform'd  with  art) 
Here  clear  the  caves,  their  ope  the  leading  vein, 
The  mines  detected  flame  with  gold  again. 

How  vaft,  how  copious,  are  thy  new  defigns !      65 
How  ev'ry  itiufic  varies  in  thy  lines ! 
Still  as  I  read  I  feel  my  bofom  beat, 
And  rife  in  raptures  by  another's  heat. 
Thus  in  the  wood,  wbenfummer  drefs'd  the  days, 
When  Windfor  lent  us  tuneful  hours  of  eafe,     '      70 
Our  ears  the  lark,  the  thrufh,  the  turtle,  bleft, 
And  Philomela  fweeteft  o'er  the  reft  j 
The  fnades  refound  with  fong — O  foftly  tread ! 
While  a  whole  feafon  waibles  round  my  head. 

This  to  my  friend — and  when  a  friend  infpires,    75 
My  filent  harp  its  mailer's  hand  requires, 
Shakes  off  the  duft,  and  makes  theie  rocks  refcund, 
For  Fortune  plac'd  me  in  unfertile  ground, 
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Far  from  the  joys  that  with  my  foul  agree, 

From  wit,  from  learning — far,  oh  far!  from  thee!  80 

Here  mofs-grown  trees  expand  the  fmalleft  leaf, 

Here  half  an  acre's  corn  is  half  a  fheaf ; 

Here  hills  with  naked  heads  the  tempeft  meet, 

Rocks  at  their  fide,  and  torrents  at  their  feet, 

Or  lazy  lakes,  unconfcious  of  a  flood,  85 

Whole  dull  brown  Naiads  ever  deep  in  mud. 

Yet  here  Content  can  dwell,  and  learned  Eafe, 
A  friend  delight  me,  and  an  author  pleaie ; 
E'en  here  I  fing,  while  Pope  lupplies  the  theme, 
Show  my  own  love,  tho'  not  increafe  his  fame.        50 

TO  DR.  SWIFT, 
ON  HIS  BIRTH  DAY,  NOVEMBER  30,  17 13. 

RG'D  by  the  warmth  of  Friendfhip's  facred  flame, 
But  more  by  all  the  glories  or"  thy  fame} 
By  all  thofe  offsprings  of  thy  learned  mind, 
In  judgment  folic!,  as  in  wit  rcfin'd, 
Refolv'd  I  frag.     Though  labouring  up  the  way        5 
To  reach  my  theme,  O  Swift,  accept  my  lay. 

Rapt  by  the  force  of  thought,  and  rais'd  above, 
Through  Contemplation's  airy  fields  I  rovej 
Where  powerful  Fancy  purif.es  my  eye, 
And  lights  the  beauties  of  a  brighter  fky ;  10 

Frelh  paints  the  meadows,  bids  green  fhades  afcend, 
Clear  rivers  wind,  and  opening  plains  extend  ; 
Then  fills  its  landfcape  through  the  varied  parts 
With  Virtues,  Graces,  Sciences,  and  Arts: 
Superior  Forms,  of  more  than  mortal  air,  15 

More  large  than  Mortals,  more  ferenely  fair. 
Of  thefe  two  Chiefs,  the  guardians  of  thy  name, 
Confpire  to  raife  thee  to  the  point  of  fame. 
Ye  Future  Times,  I  heard  the  filver  found! 
T  faw  the  Graces  form  a  circle  round !  20 

Each,  where  fhe  fix'd,  attentive  ieem'd  to  root, 
And  all,  but  Eloquence  herielf,  was  mute. 

High  o'er  the  reft  I  fee  the  Goddeis  rife, 
Loofe  to  the  breeze  her  upper  garment  flies : 
By  turns,  within  her  eyes  thePaflions  burn,  25 

And  fofter  Paffions  languifh  in  their  turn ; 
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Upon  her  tongue  Perfuafion  or  Command, 
And  decent  Aclion  dwells  upon  her  hand. 

From  out  her  bread  ('twas  there  the  treafure  lay) 
She  drew  thy  labours  to  the  blaze  of  day ;  30 

Then  gaz'd,  and  read  the  charms  (he  could  infpire, 
And  taught  the  liltening  audience  to  admire, 
How  ftrong  thy  flight,  how  large  thy  grafp  of  thought, 
How  juft  tlvyichemes,  how  regularly  wrought  j 
How  lure  you  wound  when  Ironies  deride,  35 

Which  muft  be  ieen,  and  feign  to  turn  afide. 
'Twas  thus  exploring  (he  rejoic'd  to  fee 
Her  brighteft  features  drawn  fo  near  by  thee : 
"  Then  here,"  fhe  cries,  "  let  future  ages  dwell, 
M  And  learn  to  copy,  where  they  can't  excel."        40 

She  fpake.     Applaufe  attended  on  the  clofe: 
Then  Poefy,  her  filter- art,  arofej 
Her  fairer  filter,  born  in  deeper  eafe, 
Not  made  fo  much  for  bufinefs,  more  to  pleafe. 
Upon  her  cheek  fits  Beauty,  ever  young  j  45 

The  foul  of  Mufic  warbles  on  her  tongue ; 
Bright  in  her  eyes  a  pleafing  Ardour  glows, 
And  from  her  heart  the  fweeteft  Temper  flows : 
A  laurel-wreath  adorns  her  curls  of  hair, 
And  binds  their  order  to  the  dancing  air  :  50 

She  (hakes  the  colours  of  her  radiant  wing, 
And,  from  the  Spheres,  file  takes  a  pitch  to  fing. 

Thrice  happy  Genius  his,  whofe  Works  have  hit 
The  lucky  point  of  Bufinefs  and  of  Wit. 
They  feem  like  fhowers,  which  April  months  prepare 
To  call  their  flowery  glories  up  to  air :  56 

The  drops,  defcending,  take  the  painted  bow, 
And  drefs  with  funfhine,  while  for  good  they  flow. 
To  me  retiring  oft,  he  finds  relief 
In  flowly-walting  care  and  biting  grief:  60 

From  me  retreating  oft,  he  gives  to  view 
What  eafes  care  and  grief  in  others  too. 
Ye  fondly  grave,  be  wife  enough  to  know, 
"  Life,  ne'er  unbent,  were  but  a  life  of  woe." 
Some,  full  in  ftretch  for  greatnefs,  fome  for  gain,  6$ 
On  his  own  rack  each  puts  himfelf  to  pain. 
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I'll  gently  ffeal  you  from  your  toils  away, 

Where  balmy  winds  with  fcents  ambrofial  play  j 

Where,  on  the  banks  as  cryftal  rivers  flow, 

They  teach  immortal  amaranths  to  grow  :  70 

Then,  from  the  mild  indulgence  of  the  fcene, 

Reftore  your  tempers  ftrong  for  toils  again. 

She  ceas'd.     Soft  muiic  trembled  in  the  wind, 
And  fweet  delight  diffus'd  through  every  mind  : 
The  little  Smiles,  which  ftill  the  Goddefs  grace,     75 
Sportive  arofe,  and  ran  from  face  to  face. 
But  chief  (and  in  that  place  the  Virtues  blefs) 
A  gentle  band  their  eager  joys  exprefs  : 
Here,  Friendship  afks,  and  Love  of  Merit  longs 
To  hear  the  Goddeffes  renew  their  fongs  ;  80 

Here  great  Benevolence  to  Man  is  pleas'd  j 
Thefe  own  their  Swift,  and  grateful  hear  him  prais'd. 
You  gentle  band,  you  well  may  bear  your  part, 
You  reign  Superior  Graces  in  his  heart. 

O  Swift !  if  Fame  be  life,  (as  well  we  know  85 

That  Bards  and  Heroes  have  efteem'd  it  lb, ) 
Thou  canft  not  wholly  die.     Thy  works  will  mine 
To  future  times,  and  Life  in  Fame  be  thine. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  ON  HER  TRANSLATION  OF  THE 
STORY  OF  PHOEBUS  AND  DAPHNE,  FROM  OVID. 

TN  Phoebus  Wit  (as  Ovid  laid) 
-*■  Enchanting  Beauty  woo'd  j 
In  Daphne  Beauty  coyly  fled, 
While  vainly  Wit  purfu'd. 

But  when  you  trace  what  Ovid  writ,  5 

A  diff 'rent  turn  we  view  j 

Beauty  no  longer  flies  from  Wit, 

Since  both  are  join'd  in  you. 

Your  lines  the  wondrous  change  impart 

From  whence  our  laurels  lpring,  10 

In  numbers  fram'd  to  pleaie  the  heart, 

And  merit  what  they  ling. 

Methinks  thy  Poet's  gentle  made 

Its  wreath  prefents  to  thee  j 

What  Daphne  owes  you  as  a  maid, 

She  pays  you  as  a  tree,  16 
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HESIOD : 

OR,  THE  RISE  OF  WOMAN. 

TT THAT  ancient  times  (thofe  times  we  fancy  wife) 
*  *    Have  left  on  long  record  of  Woman's  rife, 
What  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide, 
What  author  wrote  it,  how  that  author  dy'd, 
All  thefe  I  fing.     In  Greece  they  fram'd  the  tale,      5 
(In  Greece  'twas  thought  a  Woman  might  be  frail.) 
Ye  modern  Beauties  !  where  the  poet  drew 
His  l'ofteft  pencil,  think  he  dream 'd  of  you ; 
And  warn'd  by  him,  ye  wanton  Pens  !  beware 
How  Heav'n's  concern'd  to  vindicate  the  fair.  10 

The  cafe  was  Hefiod's  j  he  the  fable  writ ; 
Some  think  with  meaning,  fome  with  idle  wit: 
Perhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  ladies  pleafe ; 
I  wave  the  contelt,  and  commence  the  lays. 

In  days  of  yore  (no  matter  where  or  when,  15 

'Twas  ere  the  low  creation  fwarm'dwith  men,) 
That  one  Prometheus,  fprung  of  heav'nly  birth, 
(Our  author's  fong  can  witnels,)-  liv'd  on  earth  : 
He  carv'd  the  turf  to  mould  a  manly  frame, 
And  Hole  from  Jove  his  animating  flame  j  20 

The  fly  contrivance  o'er  Olympus  ran, 
When  thus  the  monarch  of  the  ftars  began  : 

"  Oh  vers'd  in  arts!  whofe  daring  thoughts  afpire 
«<  To  kindle  clay  with  never-dying  fire ! 
**  Enjoy  thy  glory  paft,  that  gift  was  thine  5  25 

««  The  next  thy  creature  meets  be  fairly  mine : 
u  And  fuch  a  gift,  a  vengeance  fo  defign'd, 
t(  As  fuits  the  counfel  of  a  god  to  find  j 
tc  A  pleafing  bofom-  cheat,  a  fpecious  ill, 
"  Which  felt  they  curfe,  yet  covet  ftill  to  feel."       30 

He  laid,  and  Vulcan  ltraight  the  fire  commands 
To  temper  mortar  with  ethereal  hands  ; 
In  inch  a  fhape  to  mould  a  riling  fair, 
As  virgin-goddtfTes  are  proud  to  wear  j 
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To  make  her  eyes  with  di'mond- water  fhine,  35 

And  form  her  organs  for  a  voice  divine. 

'Twas  thus  the  fire  ordain'd  ;  the  pow'r  obey'd, 

And  work'd,  and  wonder'd  at  the  work  he  made  j 

The  fairelt,  fofteft,  fweeteft,  frame  beneath, 

Now  made  to  feem,  now  more  than  feem,  to  breathe  I 

As  Vulcan  ends,  the  cheerful  queen  of  charms     41 
ClafpM  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arms } 
From  that  embrace  a  fine  complexion  fpread, 
Where  mingled  whiteneis  glow'd  with  fofter  red  j 
Then  in  a  kifs  me  breath'd  her  various  arts  45 

Of  trifling  prettily  with  wounded  hearts  j 
A  mind  for  love,  but  ftill  a  changing  mind, 
The  lifp  affe&ed,  and  the  glance  defign'd  j 
The  fweet  confufing  blufh,  the  fecret  wink  ; 
The  gentle- fwimming  walk,  the  courteous  fink;     50 
The  ftare  for  ftrangenels  fit,  for  fcorn  the  frown, 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down  ; 
The  practis'd  languish,  where  well-feign'd  defire 
Would  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire ; 
Gay  lmiles  to  comfort,  April  mow'rs  to  move,       55 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art,  of  love. 

Gold-fceptred  Juno  next  exalts  the  fair, 
Her  touch  endows  her  with  imperious  air  j 
Self-valuing  Fancy,  highly-crelted  Pride, 
Strong  fov'reign  will,  and  ibme  defire  to  chide  j        60 
For  which  an  eloquence  that  aims  to  vex, 
With  native  tropes  of  anger  arms  the  lex. 

Minerva  (fkiiful  goddefs)  train'd  the  maid 
To  twirl  the  fpindle  by  the  twilling  thread, 
To  fix  the  loom,   inltruct  the  reeds  to  part,  65 

Crofs  the  long  weft,  and  dole  the  web  with  art  j 
An  ufeful  gift;   but  what  profule  expence, 
What  world  of  fafliions,  took  its  rile  from  hence! 

Young  Hermes  next,  a  clufe- contriving  god, 
Her  brows  encircled  with  his  lerpent  rod  :  70 

Then  plots  and  fair  excufes  filTd  her  brain. 
The  views  of  breaking  am'rous  vows  for  gain, 
The  price  of  favours,  the  defigning  arts, 
That  aim  at  riches  in  contempt  of  hearts  j 
D 


3&  parnell's  poems. 

And  for  a  comfort  in  the  marriage  life,  75 

The  little  pilf 'ring  temper  of  a  wife. 

Full  on  the  fair  his  beams  Apollo  flung, 
And  fond  perfuafion  tipp'd  her  eafy  tongue  j 
He  gave  her  words  where  oily  flat't'ry  lays 
The  pleafing  colour  of  the  art  of  praife  j  So 

And  wit,  to  fcandal  exquifitely  prone, 
Which  frets  another's  fpleen  to  cure  its  own. 

Thofe  facred  virgins  whom  the  bards  revere, 
Tun'd  all  her  voice,  and  fhed  a  fweetnefs  there, 
To  make  her  fenfe  with  double  charms  abound,       85 
Or  make  her  lively  nonfenfe  pleafe  by  found. 

To  drefs  the  maid,  the  decent  Graces  brought 
A  robe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wrought, 
And  plac'd  their  boxes  o'er  a  rich  brocade, 
Where  pidftur'd  Loves  on  ev'ry  cover  play'd  ;  90 

Then  fpread  thofe  implements  that  Vulcan's  art 
Had  fram'd  to  merit  Cytherea's  heart; 
The  wire  to  curl,  the  clofe-indented  comb, 
To  call  the  locks  that  lightly  wander  home; 
And,  chief,  the  mirror,  where  the  ravifh'd  maid      95 
Beholds  and  loves  her  own  reflected  (hade. 

Fair  Flora  lent  her  ftores,  the  purpled  Hours 
Confin'd  her  trelles  with  a  wreath  of  flow'rs  j 
Within  the  wreath  aroi'e  a  radiant  crown, 
A  veil  pellucid  hung  depending  down  ;  10c 

Back  roll'd  her  azure  veil  with  ferpent  fold, 
The  purfled  border  deck'd  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robe  (which  clofely  by  the  girdle  brac'd 
Reveal'd  the  beauties  of  a  flender  waift) 
Flow'd  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Venus'  air,  3 Of 

When  Venus'  ftatues  have  a  robe  to  wear. 

The  new-fprung  creature,  finifh'd  thus  for  harms, 
Adjufts  her  habit,  praclifes  her  charms, 
Writh  blufhes  glows,  or  ihines  with  lively  fmiles, 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recoilecls  her  wiles  ;  1 1< 

Then  conicious  of  her  worth,  with  eafy  pace 
Glides  by  the  glafs,  and  turning  views  her  face. 

A  finer  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before, 
Thro'  Time's  deep  cave  the  Sifter  Fates  explore  5 
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Then  fix  the  loom,  their  fingers  nimbly  weave,      1 1  5 
And  thus  their  toil  prophetic  fongs  deceive. 

"  Flow  from  the  rock,  my  Flax!  and  fwiftly  flow, 
<c  Purfue  thy  thread,  the  fpindle  runs  below  : 
*'  A  creature  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vain, 
"  The  creature  Woman,  rifes  now  to  reign  :  120 

M  New  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  formM  to  fly ; 
•'  New  love  begins,  a  lore  produced  to  die  j 
€i  New  parts  diftrefs  the  troubled  fcenes  of  life, 
**  The  fondling  miftrefs  and  the  ruling  wife. 

M  Men,  born  to  labour,  all  with  pains  provide ;  125 
w  Women  have  time  to  facrificc  to  pride ; 
(:  They  want  the  care  of  man,  their  want  they  know, 
"  And  drefs  to  pleafe  with  heart  alluring  (how; 
*'  The  (how  prevailing,  for  the  fway  contend, 
**  And  make  a  fervant  where  they  meet  a  friend.   1  30 

"  Thus  in  a  thoufand  wax- erected  forts 
11  A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  fupports  ; 
"  From  fun  to  fun,  from  bank  to  bank,  he  flies, 
"  With  honey  loads  his  bag,  with  wax  his  thighs; 
"  Fly  where  he  will,  at  home  the  race  remain,       1  35 
*'  Prune  the  (ilk  drefs,  and  murm'riog  eat  the  gain. 

11  Yet  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride, 
"  Whole  temper  betters  by  the  father's  fide  5 
*'  Unlike  the  reft,  that  double  human  care, 
<*  Fond  to  relieve,  or  reibmte  to  (hare :  140 

**  Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  (tars  advance! 
"  The  curfe  is  gen'ral,  but  the  blefiing  chance.'"' 

Thus  fung  the  Sifters,  while  the  gods  admire 
Their  beauteous  creature,  made  for  man  in  irej 
The  young  Pandora  (he,  whom  all  contend  145 

To  make  too  perfect  not  to  gain  her  end; 
Then  bid  the  winds,  that  fly  to  breathe  the  fpring, 
Return  to  bear  her  on  a  gentle  wing  \ 
With  wafting  airs  the  winds  obfequioua  blow, 
And  land  the  fhining  vengeance  fate  below  j  150 

A  golden  coffer  in  her  hand  (he  bore, 
(The  prefent  treacn'rou^  but  the  bearer  more,) 
'Twas  fraught  with  pangs,  for  Jove  ordain'd  above 
That  gold  (hould  aid  and  pangs  attend  on  Love» 
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Her  gay  defcent  the  man  perceiv'd  afar,  155 

Wond'ring,  he  run  to  catch  the  falling  ftar ; 
But  fo  furpris'd,  as  none  but  he  can  tell, 
Who  lov'd  io  quickly,  and  who  lov'd  fo  well. 
O'er  ail  his  veins  the  wand'ring  pallion  burns, 
He  calls  her  Nymph,  and  ev'ry  nymph  by  turns  :   160 
Her  form  to  lovely  Venus'  he  prefers, 
Or  fwears  that  Venus'  muft  be  fuch  as  her's. 
She,  proud  to  rule,  yet  ftrangely  fram'd  to  teize, 
Neglects  his  offers  while  her  airs  fhe  plays, 
Shoots  fcornful  glances  from  the  bended  frown,       165 
In  brifk  diforder  trips  it  up  and  down, 
Then  hums  a  carelefs  tune  to  lay  the  ftorm, 
And  fits  and  blufhes,  fmiles,  and  yields  in  form. 

«'  Now  take,  what  Jove  defign'd  (fhe  foftly  cry'd,) 
f*  This  box  thy  portion,  and  myfelf  thy  bride."     170 
Fir'd  with  the  profpect  of  the  double  charms, 
He  fnatch'd  the  box  and  bride  with  eager  arms. 

Unhappy  man !  to  whom  fo  bright  (he  (hone, 
The  fatal  gift,  her  tempting  (elf,  unknown  ! 
The  winds  were  filent,  all  the  waves  afleep,  175 

And  heav'n  was  trac'd  upon  the  flattering  deep} 
But  whilft  he  looks,  unmindful  of  a  ftorm, 
And  thinks  the  water  wears  a  (fable  form, 
What  dreadful  din  around  his  ears  (hall  rife! 
What  frowns  confufe  his  picture  of  the  ikies  !  180 

At  firft  the  creature  Man  was  fram'd  alone, 
Lord  of  him  felf,  and  all  the  world  his  own  ; 
For  him  the  Nymphs  in  green  foribok  the  woods, 
For  him  the  Nymphs  in  blue  forfook  the  floods  t 
In  vain  the  Satyrs  rage,  the  Tritons  rave,  185 

They  bore  him  heroes  in  the  fecret  cave; 
No  care  deftroy'd,  no  fick  diforder  prey'd, 
No  bending  age  his  fprightly  form  decay'd; 
No  wars  were  known,  no  females  heard  to  rage, 
And  poets  tell  us  'twas  a  Golden  Age.  190 

When  Woman  came,  thofe  ills  the  box  confin'd 
Burft  furious  out,  and  poifon'd  all  the  wind  ; 
From  point  to  point,  from  pole  to  pole,  they  flew, 
Spread  as  they  went,  and  in  the  progrefs  grew : 


\ 
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The  Nymphs  regretting  left  the  mortal  race,  195 

And  alt'ring  Nature  wore  a  fickly  face  : 
New  terms  of  folly  role,  new  dates  of  care, 
New  plagues,  to  fuffer  and  to  pleafe  the  fair! 
The  days  of  whining  and  of  wild  intrigues 
Commenc'd,  or  finifh'd  with  the  breach  of  leagues ; 
The  mean  defigns  of  well-diflembled  love,  201 

The  fordid  matches  never join'd  above; 
Abroad  the  labour,  and  at  home  the  noife, 
{Man's  double  luff 'rings  for  domeitic  joys,) 
The  curie  of  jealouiy,  expence  and  rlrife,  205 

Divorce,  the  public  brand  offnamefi.il  life  ; 
The  rival's  fword,  the  qualm  that  takes  the  fair, 
Difdain  for  paffion,  paflion  in  defpair — 
Thefe,  and  a  thou-fand  yet  unnam'd  we  find  ; 
Ah,  fear  the  thousand  yet  unnam'd  behind  !  210 

Thus  on  Parnaffus  tuneful  Hehod  fung, 
The  mountain  echo'd,  and  the  valley  rung, 
The  (acred  groves  a  fix'd  attention  (how, 
The  cryilal  Helicon  forbore  to  flow, 
The  (ky  grew  bright,  and  (if  his  verfe  be  true)      215 
The  Mules  came  to  give  the  laurel  too. 
But  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prize  of  wit, 
If  Love  iwore  vengeance  for  the  tales  he  writ  ? 
Ye  Fair  offended !  hear  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  prov'd  the  writer's  fate,      220 
Tho'  when  it  happen'd  no  relation  clears, 
*Tis  thought  in  five  or  five- and- twenty  years. 

Where,  dark  and  filent,  with  a  twilled  made 
The  neighb'rir.g  woods  a  native  arbour  made, 
There  oft  a  tender  pair  for  am'rous  play  225 

Retiring,  toy'd  the  ravim'd  hours  away  5 
A  Locrian  youth,  the  gentle  Trcilus  he, 
A  fair  Mileuan,  kind  Evanthe,  (he; 
But  (welling  Nature  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray'd  thefecrets  of  the  confeious  bow'r  ;  230 

The  dire  difgrace  her  brothers  count  their  own, 
And  trace  her  fteps  to  make  its  author  known. 

Irchanc'd  one  ev'ning  ('twa.-.  the  lovers'  day) 
Conceard  in  brakes  the  jealous  kindred  lay, 
E>3 
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When  Hefiod  wand'ring,  mus'd  along  the  plain,    135 
And  hVd  his  feat  where  Love  had  fix'd  the  fcene : 
A  ftrong  fufpicion  ftraight  poffeft  their  mind, 

(For  poets  ever  were  a  gentle  kind,) 

But  when  Evanthe  near  the  palfage  ftood, 

Flung  back  a  doubtful  look,  and  fhot  the  wood ;  440 

"  Now  take  (at  once  they  cry)  thy  due  reward  j1' 

And,  urg'd  with  erring  rage,  aflault  the  bard. 

His  corple  the  fea  receiv'd.     The  dolphins  bore 

('  Twas  all  the  gods  would  do)  the  corpfe  to  more. 

Methinks  I  view  the  dead  with  pitying  eyes,      245 
And  fee  the  dreams  of  ancient  Witdom  rife} 
I  fee  the  Mules  round  the  body  cry, 
But  hear  a  Cupid  loudly  laughing  by  ; 
He  wheels  his  arrow  with  infulting  hand, 
And  thus  infcribes  the  moral  on  the  fand:  250 

"  Here  Hefiod  lies  :  ye  future  Bards  !  beware 
"  How  far  your  moral  tales  incenfe  the  fair  : 
"  UnlovM,  unloving,  'twas  his  fate  to  bleed  ; 
"  Without  his  quiver  Cupid  caus'd  the  deed ; 
"  He  judg'd  this  turn  of  malice  juftly  due, 
"  And  Hefiod  dy'd  for  joys  he  never  knew."  156 

THE  HERMIT. 

T^AR  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 

-*-    From  youth  to  age  a  rev 'rend  Hermit  grew  j 

The  rriofs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 

His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  cryftal  well; 

Remote  from  man,  with  God  he  pafs'd  the  days,       5 

Pray'r  all  his  bus'nefs,  all  his  pleafure  praife. 

A  life  fo  facred,  fuch  ferene  repofe, 
SeemM  heav'n  itfelf,  till  one  fuggeftion  rofe, 
That  Vice  mould  triumph,  Virtue  Vice  obey ; 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  fvvay :         10 
His  hopes  no  more  a  cercain  proipeft  boaft, 
And  all  the  tenour  of  his  foul  is  loft : 
So  when  a  fmcoth  expanfe  receives  impi  eft 
Calm  Nature's  image  on  its  watry  breaft, 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depending  grow,     1  5 
And  Ikies  beneath  with  aniw'ring  colours  glow  j 
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But  if  a  ftone  the  gentle  Tea  divide, 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  glimm'ring  fragments  of  a  broken  fun, 
Banks,  trees,  and  ikies,  in  thick  diforder  run.  10 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  fight, 
To  find  if  books  or  fwains  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
Whole  feet  came  wandVing  o'er  the  nightly  dew,) 
He  quits  his  cell :   the  pilgrim-ftaff  he  bore,  25 

And  fix'd  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before  j 
Then  with  the  fun  a  rifing  journey  went, 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 
The  morn  was  waited  in  the  pathlefs  grafs, 
And  long  and  lonefome  was  the  wild  to  pafs;  30 

But  when  the  fouthern  fun  had  waim'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  pofting  o'er  a  crofTing  way ; 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair, 
And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair  : 
Then  near  approaching,  '•  Father!  hail,"  he  cry'd  ;  35 
And,  "  Hail,  my  Son  P'  the  rev'rend  Sire  reply'd  : 
Words  follow'd  words,  from  queltion  anfwer  flow'd, 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv'd  the  road  j 
Till  each  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loath  to  part, 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart:  40 

Thus  Hands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound, 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clafps  an  eim  around. 
.     Now  funk  the  fun  ;  the  clofing  hour  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fober  grey  j 
Nature  in  filence  bid  the  world  repole  ;  45 

When  near  the  road  a  ftately  palace  rofe  : 
There  by  the  moon  thro'  ranks  of  trees  they  pafs, 
Whofe  verdure  crown'd  their  Hoping  fides  of  grafs. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  mailer  of  the  dome 
Still  made  his  houfe  the  wand'ring  ftranger's  home ; 
Yet  ftill  the  kindnefs,  from  a  thirft  of  praife,  £i 

Prov'd  the  vain  fiourifh  of  expenfive  eafe. 
The  pair  arrive ;  the  liv'ry'd  fervants  wait ; 
Their  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  coltly  piles  of  food,  55 

And  all  is  more  than  hofpitably  good. 
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Then  led  to  reft,  the  day's  long  toil  they  drown, 
Deep  funk  in  fleep,  and  iilk,  and  heaps  of  down. 

At  length  'tis  morn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  Zephyrs  play  $  60 

Frefh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creep, 
And  fhake  the  neighb'ring  wood  to  baniih  fleep- 
Up  rife  the  guefts,  obedient  to  the  call; 
An  early  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall ; 
Rich  lufcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd,  65 

Which  the  kin.I  mafter  forc'd  the  guefts  to  tafte. 
Then  pleas'd  and  thankful,  from  the  porch  they  go, 
And  but  the  landlord  none  had  caufe  of  woe: 
His  cup  was  vanihYd;  for  in  fecret  guife 
The  younger  gueft  purloin'd  the  glittering  prize.      70 

As  one  who  fpies  a  ferpent  in  his  way, 
Glift'ning  and  balking  in  the  fummer  ray, 
Diforder'd  flops  to  fhun  the  danger  near, 
Then  walks  with  faintnefs  on,  and  looks  with  fear; 
So  feenfd  the  Sire,  when  far  upon  the  road  75 

The  mining  fpoil  his  wily  partner  fhow'd. 
He  ftopp'd  with  filence,  walk'd  with  trembling  heart, 
And  much  he  wifh'd,  but  durft  not  afk  to  part : 
Murm'ring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard 
That  generous  actions  meet  a  bafe  reward.  go 

While  thus  they  pafs,    the  fun  his  glory  lhrouds, 
The  changing  flues  hang  out  their  fable  clouds  j 
A  found  in  air  prefag'd  approaching  rain, 
And  beads  to  covert  feud  acrofs  the  plain. 
Warn'd  by  the  figns,  the  wand'ring  pair  retreat,       85 
To  feek  for  fhelter  at  a  neighboring  feat. 
*Twas  built  with  tin  rets,  on  a  riling  ground, 
And  ftrong,  and  large,  and  unimprov'd  around  j 
Its  owner's  temper  tim'rous  and  fevere, 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  defert  there.  90 

As  near  the  miler's  heavy  doors  they  drew, 
Fierce  rifing  gufts  with  fudden  fury  blew  5 
The  nimble  lightning  mix'd  with  fhow'rs  began, 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud-rolling  thunder  ran. 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knock  or  call  in  vain,    95 
Priv'n  by  the  wind,  and  batter'd  by  the  rain. 
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At  length  fome  pity  warm'tl  the  matter's  breaft  j 
(Twas  then  his  threfhold  firft  receiv'd  a  gueft  ;) 
Slow  creaking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care, 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  the  fhivering  pair;  100 

One  frugal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls, 
And  Nature's  fervour  thro'  their  limbs  recalls: 
Bread  of  the  coarfeft  fort,  with  meager  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted,)  fervid  them  both  to  dine  j 
And  when  the  tempeft  firft  appear'd  to  ceafe,  105 

A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With  ftill  remark  the  pond'ring  Hermit  view'd 
In  one  fo  rich  a  life  fo  poor  and  rude  j 
And  why  fhould  fuch  (within  himfelf  he  cry'd) 
£ock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufand  want  befide?  no 

But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  foon  took  place 
In  every  fettling  feature  of  his  face, 
When  from  his  veil  the  young  companion  bore 
That  cup  the  gen'roua  landlord  own'd  before, 
And  paid  prohifely  with  the  precious  bowl  115 

The  itinted  kindnefs  of  this  churlim  foul! 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly, 
The  fun  emerging  opes  an  azure  iky; 
A  frefher  green  the  fmelling  leaves  difplay, 
And,  glitt'ring  as  they  tremble,  cheer  the  day:      120 
The  weather  courts  them  from  the  poor  retreat, 
And  the  glad  mafter  bolts  the  wary  gate. 

While  hence  they  walk,  the  pilgrim's  bofom  wrought 
With  all  the  travel  of  uncertain  thought ; 
His  partner's  acts  without  their  caufe  appear;         125 
'Twas  there  a  vice,  and  feem'd  a  madneis  here : 
Detefting  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes, 
Loft  and  confounded  with  the  various  ihows. 

Now  night's  dim  (hades  again  involve  the  iky  9      "1 
Again  the  wand'rers  want  a  place  to  lie;  130  S 

Again  they  fearch,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh:  3 

The  foil  improv'd  around,  the manfion neat, 
And  neither  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great ; 
It  feem'd  to  fpeak  its  mailer's  turn  of  mind, 
Content,  and  not  for  praife,  but  virtue,  kind.         13s 
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Hither  the  walkers  turn  with  weary  htt, 
Then  blefs  the  manfion,  and  the  mafter  greet : 
Their  greeting  fair,  beftow'd  with  modelt  guife, 
The  courteous  mafter  hears,  and  thus  replies  : 

"  Without  a  vain,  without  a  grudging  heart,    140 
"  To  him  who  gives  us  all  I  yield  a  part ; 
'«  From  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
if  A  frank  and  fober,  more  than  coftly,  cheer."" 
He  fpoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  fpread, 
Then  talk'd  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed,  14.5 

When  the  grave  houfehold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Warn'd  by  a  bell,  and  clofe  the  hours  with  pray'r. 

At  length  the  world,  renew'd  by  calm  repofe, 
Was  ftrong  for  toil,  the  dappled  Morn  arofe  5 
Before  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept  150 

Near  the  cios'd  cradle  where  an  infant  flept, 
And  writh'd  his  neck :  the  landlord's  little  pride, 
O  ftrange  return!  grew  black,  and  gafp'd,  and  dy'd. 
Horror  of  horrors',  what!  his  only  fon! 
How  look'd  our  Hermit  when  the  fact  was  done  !   155 
Not  hell,  tho'  hell's  black  jaws  in  funder  part, 
And  breathe  blue  fire,  could  more  affault  his  heart. 

Confus'd,  and  flruck  with  filence  at  the  deed, 
He  flies,  but,  trembling,  fails  to  fly  with  fpeed. 
His  fteps  the  youth  puri'ues  ;  the  country  lay  160 

Perplex'd  with  roads  j  a  fervant  fhow'd  the  way  : 
A  river  crofsM  the  path  ;  the  pafiage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find  ;  the  fervant  trod  before  : 
Long  arms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  fupply'd, 
And  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide.      165 
The  youth,  who  feern'd  to  watch  a  time  to  fin, 
Approach'd  the  carelefs  guide,  and  thruft  him  in  j 
Plunging  he  falls,  and  rifing  lifts  his  head, 
Then  flaming  turns,  and  finks  among  the  dead  ! 

Wild,  fparkling  rage  inflames  the  Father's  eyes; 
He  burfts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries,         171 
*<  Detefted  Wretch !" — But  fcarce  his  fpeech  began, 
When  the  itrange  partner  feem'd  no  longer  man : 
His  youthful  face  grew  more  ferenely  f'weet ; 
His  robe  turn'd  white,  and  flovv'd  upon  his  feet  j     175 
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Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  invert  his  hair; 
Celeftial  odours  breathe  thro'  purpled  air  j 
And  wings,  whole  colours  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
Wide  at  his  back  their  gradual  plumes  difplay. 
The  form  ethereal  burfts  upon  his  light,  180 

And  moves  in  all  the  majelty  of  light. 

Tho'  loud  at  firft  the  pilgrim's  paflion  grew, 
Sudden  he  gaz'd,  and  will  not  what  to  do ; 
Surprile  in  lecret  chains  his  words  fufpends, 
And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends.  i S5 

But  filence  here  the  beauteous  angel  broke, 
(The  voice  of  mufic  raviuYd  as  he  fpoke.) 

"  Thy  pray'r,  thy  praife,  thy  life,  to  vice  unknown, 
"  In  fweet  memorial  rile  before  the  throne : 
11  Thefe  charms  fuccefs  in  our  bright  region  find,  kjo 
"  And  force  an  angel  down  to  calm  thy  mind  j 
<f  For  this  commilhonM,  I  forlbok  the  Iky : 
«'  Nay,  ceafe  to  kneel — thy  follow-fervant  I. 

"  Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine, 
"  And  let  thefe  fcruples  be  no  longer  thine.  195 

"  The  Maker  juftly  claims  that  world  he  made, 
"  In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid; 
P  Its  facred  majelty  thro'  all  depends 
"  On  ufing  fecond  means  to  work  his  end : 
ft  'Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  itate  from  human  eye,  200 
"  The  Pow'r  exerts  his  attributes  on  high, 
•<  Your  actions  ules,  nor  controuls  your  will, 
"  And  bids  the  doubting  fons  of  men  be  ftill. 

"  What  ftrange  events  can  ftrike  with  more  furprife 
*c  Than  thofe  which  lately  ltrock  thy  wond'ring  eyes  ? 
"  Vet,  taught  by  thefe,  confefs  th*  Almighty  jult,  206 
"  And  where  you  can't  unriddle  learn  to  trult. 

"  The  great  vain  man  who  far*d  on  coftly  food, 
"  Whofe  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good, 
**  Who  made  his  iv'ry  ftands  with  goblets  Ihine,     aiO 
"  And  fore'd  his  guefts  to  morning  draughts  of  wine, 
"  Has  with  the  cup  the  gracelefs  cuftom  loft, 
"  And  ftill  he  welcomes,  but  with  lefs  of  coft. 

"  The  mean  lufpicious  wretch,  whofe  bolted  door 
M  Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  wand'ring  poor,        215 
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"  With  him  I  left  the  c.up,  to  teach  his  mind 
•'  That  Heav'n  can  blefs  if  mortals  will  be  kind. 
**  Confcious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl, 
"  And  feels  compafiion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 
(t  Thus  artifts  melt  the  fullen  ore  of  lead,  220 

•'  With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head  j 
"  In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow, 
"  And  loofe  from  drofs  the  iilver  runs  below. 

"  Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod, 
"  But  now  the  child  half- wean'd  his  heart  from  God  j 
"  (Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  livM  in  pain,         226 
"  And  meafur'd  back  his  ffeps  to  earth  again. 
f*  To  what  excefles  had  his  dotage  run  !  * 

"  But  God  to  fave  the  father  took  the  fon. 
f*  To  all  but  thee  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go,  230 

<f  (And  'twas  my  miniftry  to  deal  the  blow,) 
fl  The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  dixit, 
"  Now  owns  in  tears  the  punifhment  was  juft. 

"  But  now  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack, 
H  Had  that  fa!fe  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back  :  235 

"  This  night  his  treafur"d  heaps  he  meant  to  fteal, 
*'  And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail ! 

"  Thus  Heav'n  inftrucls  thy  mind:  this  trial  o"er, 
if  Depart  in  peace,  refign,  and  fin  no  more." 

On  founding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdrew, 
The  fage  ftood  wond'ring  as  the  feraph  flew.  241 

Thus  look'd  Elifha,  when  to  mount  on  high 
His  mafter  took  the  chariot  of  the  iky ; 
The  fiery  pomp  afcending  left  the  view  j 
The  prophet  gaz'd,  and  wifh'd  to  follow  too.         245 

The  bending  Hermit  here  a  pray'r  begun, 
"  Lord  !  as  in  heav'n,  on  earth  thy  will  be  done.,, 
Then  gladly  turning,  fought  his  ancient  place, 
And  pafs'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace.  249 


A  FAIRY  TALE, 

IN    THE    ANCIENT     ENGLISH     STYLE. 

TN  Britain's  ifle  and  Arthur's  days, 

-*■  When  midnight  Faeries  daunc'd  the  maze, 

Liv'd  Edwin  of  th^  Green  ; 

Edwin,  I  wis  a  gentle  youth, 

Endow 'd  with  cotirage,  lenfe,  and  truth,  5 

Tho'  badly  ihap'd  he  been. 

His  mountain  back  mote  well  be  iaid 

To  meafure  height  againft  his  head, 

And  lift  itfelf  above ; 

Yet  fpight  of  all  that  Nature  did  10 

To  make  his  uncouth  form  forbid, 

This  creature  dar'd  to  love. 

He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eyes, 

Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  the  prize, 

Could  ladies  look  within  ;  15 

But  one  Sir  Topaz  drefs'd  with  art  j 

And  if  a  fhape  could  win  a  heart, 

He  had  a  lhape  to  win. 

Edwin  (if  right  I  read  my  fong) 

With  flighted  paffion  pae'd  along  »o 

All  in  the  moony  light : 

*Twas  1  car  an  old  enchanted  court, 

Where  fportive  Faerks  made  reiort 

To  revel  out  the  night. 

His  heart  was.  drear,  his  hope  was  croft,  25 

Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  path  was  loft 

That  reach'd  the  neighbour-town  : 

With  weary  fleps  he  quits  the  fhades, 

Relblv'd,  the  darkling  dome  he  treads, 

And  drops  his  limbo  adown.  30 
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But  fcant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor, 
When  hollow  winds  remove  the  door, 
A  trembling  rocks  the  ground  ; 
And  (well  I  ween  to  count  aright) 
At  once  an  hundred  tapers  light 
On  all  the  walls  around. 

Now  founding  tongues  affail  his  ear, 
Now  founding  feet  approachen  near, 
And  now  the  founds  encreafe, 
And  from  the  corner  where  he  lay 
He  lees  a  train  profufely  gay 
Come  pranckling  o'er  the  place. 

But  (truft  me,  Gentles!)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  mafquing  half  fo  neat, 
Or  half  fo  rich  before  5 
The  country  lent  the  fweet  perfumes, 
The  fea  the  pearl,  the  iky  the  plumes, 
The  town  its  filken  ftore. 

Now  whilft  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant,  dreft 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  reft, 
With  awful  accent  cry'd  j 
«*  What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
"  Whofe  fighs  infect  the  balmy  wind, 
«  Has  liere  prefum'd  to  hide  ?" 

At  this  the  fwain,  whofe  vent'rous  foul 
No  fears  of  magic  art  controul, 
Advanc'd  in  open  fight : 
■«  Nor  have  I  caufe  of  dreed,"  he  faid, 
"  Who  view  (by  no  prefumption  led) 
«<  Your  revels  of  the  night. 

"  'Twas  grief,  for  fcorn  of  faithful  love, 

'«  Which  made  my  fttps  unweeting  rove 

"  Amid  the  nightly  dew." 

<(  'Tis  well,'"  the  gallant  cries  again  5 

"  We  Faeries  never  injure  men 

««  Who  dare  to  tell  us  true. 
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*c  Exalt  thy  love -dejected  heart, 

€(  Be  mine  the  talk,  or  e'er  we  part, 

€t  To  make  thee  grief  refign : 

*{  Now  take  the  pleasure  of  thy  chaunce,  70 

*'  Whiltt  I  with  Mab,  my  part'ner,  daunce, 

«•  Be  little  Mable  thine." 

He  fpoke,  and  all  a  fudden  there 

Xight  mufic  flotes  in  wanton  air  j 

The  Monarch  leads  the  Queen  :  75 

The  reft  their  Faerie  partners  found, 

And  Mable  trimly  tript  the  ground 

"With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 

"The  dauncing  paft,  the  board  was  laid, 

And  fiker  inch  a  feaA  was  made  So 

As  heart  and  lip  dciire; 

Withouten  hands  the  dimes  fly, 

The  glafTes  with  a  wifh  come  nigh, 

And  with  a  wifh  retire. 

But  now,  to  pleafe  the  Faerie  King,  85 

Full  ev'ry  deal  they  laugh  and  ling, 

And  antic  feats  devife; 

Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape, 

And  other  fome  tranfmute  their  fhape 

In  Edwin's  wond'ring  eyes  :  90 

Till  one  at  laft,  that  Robin  hight, 

(Renown'd  for  pinching  maids  by  night,) 

Has  hent  him  up  aloof  j 

And  full  againft  the  beam  he  flung, 

Where  by  the  back  the  youth  he  hung  95 

To  fpraul  unneath  the  roof. 

Prom  thence,  "  Reverfe  my  charm,"  he  crys, 
<*  And  let  it  fairly  now  fufHce, 
41  The  gambol  has  been  fhown." 

~But  Oberon  anfwers  with  a  fmile,  ICO 

"  Content  thee,  Edwin,  for  a  while, 
*<  The  vantage  is  thine  own." 
Es 
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Here  ended  all  the  phantome  play, 

They  fmelt  the  frefh  approach  of  day, 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow  j  105 

The  whirling  wind,  that  bore  the  crowd, 

Has  clapp'd  the  door,  and  whittled  loud, 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 

Then  fcreaming  all  at  once  they  fly, 

And  all  at  once  the  tapers  dy ;  no 

Poor  Edwin  falls  to  floor: 

Forlorn  his  ftate,  and  dark  the  place  j 

Was  never  wight  in  ficke  a  cafe 

Through  all  the  land  before. 

But  foon  as  Dan  Apollo  rofe,  1 15 

Full  jolly  creature  home  he  goes, 

He  feels  his  back  the  lefsj 

His  honeft  tongue  and  fteady  mind 

Had  rid  him  of  the  lump  behind 

Which  made  him  want  fuccefs.  120 

With  lufty  livelyhed  he  talks, 

He  feems  a-dauncing  as  he  walks  j 

His  ftory  loon  took  windj 

And  beauteous  Edith  fees  the  youth 

Endow'd  with  courage,  fenie,  and  truth,  125 

Without  a  bunch  behind. 

The  ftory  told,  Sir  Topaz  mov'd 

(The  youth  of  Edith  erft  approv'd) 

To  fee  the  revel  fcene  : 

At  clofe  or  eve  he  leaves  his  home,  130 

And  wends  to  find  the  ruin'd  dome 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain. 

As  there  he  bides,  it  fo  befell, 

The  wind  came  ruftling  down  a  dell, 

A  making  feiz'd  the  wail :  13J 

Up  l'pring  the  tapers  as  before, 

The  Faeries  bragly  foot  the  floor, 

And  mufk  fills  the  hall. 
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But  certes,  forely  funk  with  woe, 

Sir  Topaz  fees  the  Elfin  mow,  140 

His  fpirits  in  him  dy  ; 

When  Cberon  cries,  "  A  man  is  near, 

«<  A  mortal  pafRon,  cleeped  Fear, 

M  Kangs  flagging  in  the  fky." 

With  that  Sir  Topaz  (hapiefs  youth  !)  145 

In  accents  fault'ring,  ay  tor  ruth, 

Intreats  them  pity  graunt ; 

For  als  he  been  a  miller  wight 

Betray'd  by  wand'rkig  in  the  night 

Tp  tread  the  circled  haunt.  150 

«e  Ah,  Lofell  vile !"  at  once  they  roar, 

—  And  little  ikill'd  of  Faerie  lore, 

**  Thy  caufe  to  come  we  know  : 

w  Now  has  thy  keftrell  courage  fell, 

M  And  Faeries,  fince  a  lye  you  tell,  155 

41  Are  free  to  work  thee  woe.-" 

Then  Will,  who  bears  the  wifpy  fire 

To  trail  the  fwains  among  the  mire, 

The  caitiff  upward  flung  $ 

Their  like  a  tortoife  in  a  'hop  160 

He  dangled  from  the  chamber-top, 

Where  whilome  Edwin  hung. 

The  revel  now  proceeds  apace, 

Deftly  they  Frifk  it  o'er  the  place, 

They  fit,  they  drink,  and  eat ;  165 

The  time  with  frolic  mirth  beguile, 

And  poor  Sir  Topaz  hangs  the  while 

Till  all  the  rout  retreat. 

By  this  the  ftars  began  to  wink, 

They  fhriek,  they  fly,  the  tapers  fink,  170 

And  down  ydrops  the  knight  5 
For  never  fpell  by  Faerie  laid 
With  ftrong  enchantment  bound  a  glade 
Beyond  the  length  of  night. 
E  2 
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Chill,  dark,  alone,  adreed,  he  lay,  175 

Till  up  the  welkin  rofe  the  day, 

Then  deem'd  the  dole  was  o'er  j 

But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  lot  ? 

His  feely  back  the  bunch  had  got 

Which  Edwin  loft  afore.  180 

This  tale  a  Sybil-nurfe  ared  ; 

She  foftly  (frok'd  my  youngling  head, 

And  when  the  tale  was  done, 

(f  Thus  fome  are  born,  my  fon,  ((he  cries,) 

"  With  bafe  impediments  to  rife,  185 

**  And  fome  are  born  with  none. 

"  But  virtue  can  it  felf  advance 

"  To  what  the  fav'rite  fools  of  Chance 

*'  By  fortune  feem  deiign'd ; 

"  Virtue  can  gain  the  odds  of  Fate,  190 

"  And  from  itfelf  (hake  off  the  weight 

"  Upon  th'  unworthy  mind.1*  191 


THE  VIGIL  OF  VENUS, 

Written  in  the  Time  of  'Julius  Ccefar*  and  by  fame 
afcribed  to  Catullus. 

"  T  ET  thofe  Jove  now  who  never  lov'd  before ; 
"         Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more."" 
The  fpring,  the  new,  the  warbling  fpring,  appears, 
The  youthful  feafon  of  reviving  years. 
In  fpring  the  Loves  enkindle  mutual  heats,  5 

The  feather'd  nation  chule  their  tuneful  mates, 
The  trees  grow  fruitful  with  defcending  rain, 
And  drefs'd  in  d iff 'ring  greens  adorn  the  plain. 
She  comes  j  to-morrow  Beauty's  Emprefs  roves 
Thro*  walks  that  winding  run  within  the  groves  ;    10 
She  twines  the  (hooting  myrtle  into  bow'rs, 
And  ties  their  meeting  tops  with  wreaths  of  flow'rs, 
Then  raisM  fublimely  on  her  eafy  throne, 
From  Nature's  powYful  dictates  draws  her  own. 
"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before;  15 

"  Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more." 
'Twas  on  that  day  which  faw  the  teeming  flood 
Swell  round,  impregnate  with  celeftial  blood  j 
Wand'ring  in  circles  flood  the  finny  crew, 
The  midlt  was  left  a  void  expanfe  of  blue,  20 

There  parent  Ocean  work'd  with  heaving  throes, 
And  dropping  wet  the  fair  Dione  rofe. 

PERVIGILIUM  VENERIS. 
"  /~"*RAS  amet  qui  numquam  amavit; 
"  ^  Qajque  amavit  eras  amet.*" 
Ver  novum,  ver  jam  canorum  :   vere  natus  orbisefl, 
Vere  concordant  amores,  vere  nubent  alites, 
Et  nemus  comam  refolvit  de  mantis  imbribus. 
Cras  amorem  copulatrix  inter  umbras  arborum 
Implicat  gazas  virentes.de  rlagello  myrteo. 
Cras  Dione  j\;ra  dicit,  fulta  lublimi  throno. 
«*  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amavit  j 
"  Qyique  amavit  cras  amet," 

Tunc  liquore  de  fuperno,  fpumeo  ponti  e  globo, 
Cserulas  inter  catervas,  inter  et  bipedes,  equos, 
Fecit  undantem  Dionen  de  maritis  imbribus. 
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"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before ; 
"  Let  thole  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more.'"' 

She  paints  the  purple  year  with  vary'd  fhow,         25 
Tips  the  green  gem,  and  makes  the  bloffom  glow: 
She  makes  the  turgid  buds  receive  the  breeze. 
Expand  to  leaves,  and  (hade  the  naked  trees: 
When  gathering  damps  the  mifty  nights  diffufe, 
She  fprinkles  all  the  morn  with  balmy  dews  ;  30 

Bright  trembling  pearls  depend  at  ev'ry  fpray, 
And,  kept  from  falling,  feem  to  fall  away : 
A  gloffy  frefhnefs  hence  the  rofe  receives, 
And  blumes  fweet  through  all  her  tilken  leaves; 
(The  drops  defcending  through  the  filent  night,        35 
While  ftars  ferenely  roll  their  golden  light;) 
Clofe  till  the  morn  her  humid  veil  me  holds, 
Then  deck'd  with  virgin  pomp  the  flow'r  unfolds, 
Soon  will  the  morning  blufh  :  ye  Maids  !  prepare, 
In  rofy  garlands  bind  your  flowing  hair ;  40 

'Tis  Venus'  plant ;  the  blood  fair  Venus  med 
O'er  the  gay  beauty  pour'd  immortal  red  ; 
From  Love's  foft  kifs  a  fweet  ambrofial  imell 
Was  taught  for  ever  on  the  leaves  to  dwell; 
From  gems,  from  flames,  from  orient  rays  of  light,  45 
The  richerl  luftre  makes  her  purple  bright, 
And  flie  to  morrow  weds;   the  fporting  gale 
Unties  her  zone,  fhe  burfts  the  verdant  veil : 

'*  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amayit  j 
"  Quique  amavit  eras  amet.1' 

Ipia  gemmas  purpurantern  pingit  annum  floiibus, 
Ipfa  furgentis  papillas  de  Favoni  fpiritn, 
TJrguet  in  toros  tepentes  ;  ipfa  roris  lucidi, 
Noclis  aura  quern  relinquit,  fpargit  umentis  aquas, 
Et  micant  lacrymse  trementes  dtcidivo  pondere. 
Gutta  praeceps  orbe  parvp  fuRinet  cai'us  luos. 
In  pudorem  florulentae  prodiderunt  purpurae. 
Umor  iile,  quern  ferenis  aftra  101  ant  noc^ibua. 
Mane  virgines  papillas  folvit  umenti  peplo. 
Ipfa  juffit  mane  ut  udae  virgines  nubant  roibe 
Fufie  prius  de  cruore  deque  amoris  oiculis, 
Deque  gemmis,  deque  fiammis,  deque  folis  purpuris. 
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Thro'  all  her  fweets  the  rifling  lover  flies, 
And  as  he  breathes  her  glowing  fires  arife.  50 

"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before  ; 
"  Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more." 

Now  fair  Dione  to  the  myrtle  grove 
Sends  the  gay  nymphs,  and  fends  her  tender  Love. 
And  fhall  they  venture  ?  is  it  Me  to  go  ?  55 

"While  nymphs  have  hearts,  and  Cupid  wears  a  bow  ? 
Yes,  faiely  venture,  'tis  his  mother's  will  j 
He  walks  unarm'd,  and  undefigning  ill; 
His  torch  extincl,  his  quiver  uielefs  hung, 
His  arrows  idle,  and  his  bow  unltrung:  60 

And  yet,  ye  Nymphs  !  beware,  his  eyes  have  charms, 
And  Love  that's  naked  Hill  is  love  in  arms. 
"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before  ; 
•*  Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more.'" 

From  Venus'  bow'r  to  Delia's  lodge  repairs  65 

A  virgin  train,  complete  with  modeft  airs  : 
*'  Chafte  Delia  !  grant  our  fuit ;  or  fhun  the  wood, 
"  Nor  ftain  this  facred  lawn  with  lavage  blood. 
M  Venus,  O  Delia  !  if  fhe  could  perluade, 
u  Would  afk  thy  pretence,  might  fhe  afk  a  maid."  70 

— - f~ — 1 — 

Cras  ruborum  qui  latebat  vefte  teclus  ignea, 
Unica  marito  nodo  non  pudebit  folvere. 
*'  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amavit ; 
"  Quique  amavit  cras  amet." 

Ipfa  Nimias  Diva  luco  juffit  ire  myrteo 
Et  puer  comes  puellis.     Nee  tamen  credi  poteft 
Effe  Amorum  feriatum,  fi  fagittas  vexerit. 
Ite,  Nimfae  :  pofuit  arma,  feriatus  ell  Amor. 
Juffus  eft  inermis  ire,  nudus  ire  juffus  eft  : 
Neu  quid  arcu,  neu  i'agitta,  neu  quid  igne  laederet. 
Sed  tamen  cavete,  Nimfae,  quod  Cupido  pulcher  eft: 
Totus  eft  inermis  idem,  quando  nudus  eft  amor. 
**  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amavit  j 
"  Quique  amavit  cras  amet." 

Compari  Venus  pudore  mittit  ad  te  virgines. 
Una  res  eft  quam  rogamus,  cede  virgo  Delia, 
Ut  nemus  fit  tncruentum  de  ferinis  ftragibus. 
Ipfa  vellet  ut  venires,  ii  deceret  virginem  : 
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Here  cheerful  quires  for  three  aufpicious  nights 
With  fongs  prolong  the  pleafurable  rites  ; 
Here  crowds  in  meafures  lightly  decent  rove, 
Or  feek  by  pairs  the  covert  of  the  grove, 
Where  meeting  greens  for  arbours  arch  above,  75 

And  mingling  flow'rets  ftrow  the  fcenes  of  love: 
Here  dancing  Ceres  iliakes  her  golden  (heaves  j 
Here  Bacchus  revels,  deckt  with  viny  leaves  5 
Here  Wit's  enchanting  god,  in  laurel  crown'd, 
Wakes  all  the  ravifh'd  hours  with  iiiver  found.  So 

Ye  Fields  !  ye  Forefts  !  own  Dione's  reign; 
And  Delia,  huntrefs  Delia,  fhun  the  plain. 
"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before  ; 
"  Let  thole  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more." 

Gay  with  the  bloom  of  all  her  opening  year,         85 
The  queen  at  Hybla  bids  her  throne  appear, 
And  there  prefides ;  and  there  the  fav'rite  band 
(Her  fmiling  Graces)  fliare  the  great  command. 
Now,  beauteous  Hybla  1  di  els  thy  flow'ry  beds 
With  all  the  pride  the  lavilh  feaibn  fheds;  90 

Now  all  thy  colours,  all  thy  fragrance,  yield, 
And  rival  Enna's  aromatic  field. 
To  fill  the  prelence  of  the  gentle  court, 
From  ev'ry  quarter  rural  nymphs  refort, 

Jam  tribus  choros  videres  feriatos  noclibus: 
Congreges  inter  catervas  ire  par  faltus  tuos, 
Floreas  inter  coronas,  myrteas  inter  cafas. 
Nee  Ceres,  nee  Bacchus  abfunt,  nee  poerarum  Deusj 
Decinent  et  tota  nox  eft  pervigila  Cantibus. 
Regnet  in  filvis  Dione :  tu  recede  Delia. 
*(  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amavit  $ 
,c  Quique  amavit  cras  amet." 

Juflk  Hiblaeis  tribunal  ftare  diva  floribus. 
Praefens  ipfa  jura  dicit,  adfederunt  Gratia? 
Hibla  totos  funde  flores  quidquid  annus  adtulit. 
Hibla  riorum  rumpe  veltem,  quantus  JEmvx  campus 

eit. 
Kuris  hie  erunt  pueltas,  vel  puella?  montium, 
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From  woods,  from  mountains,  from  their  humble  vales, 
From  waters  curling  with  the  wanton  gales.  96 

Pleas'J  with  the  joyful  train,  the  laughing  queen 
In  circles  feats  them  round  the  bank  or  green ; 
And  «  Lovely  Girls!  (fhewhifpers)  guard  your  hearts} 
«<  My  boy,  thp'  ftript  of  arms,  abounds  in  arts." 
"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before ;  101 

"  Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more." 

Let  tender  grafs  in  (haded  alleys  fpread, 
Let  early  flow'rs  erect  their  painted  head  : 
To-morrow's  glory  be  to-morrow  feen,  105 

That  day  old  Ether  wedded  Earth  in  green  ; 
The  Vernal  Father  bid  the  fpring  appear, 
In  clouds  he  coupled  to  produce  the  year, 
The  fap  defcending  o'er  her  bofom  ran, 
And  all  the  various  forts  of  foul  began.   _  no 

By  wheels  unknown  to  fight,  by  fecret  veins 
Drilling  life,  the  fruitful  goddefs  reigns, 
Through  all  the  lovelv  realms  of  native  day, 
Through  all  the  circled  land  and  circling  lea, 
With  fertile  feed  (he  fill'd  the  pervious  earth,  1 1 5 

And  ever  fixM  the  myftic  ways  of  birth. 

Quaequefilvas,  quaeque  lucos,  quKquemontes  incolunt. 
Juflit  omnis  adfidere  pueri  mater  alitas, 
Jufiit  et  nudo  puellas  nil  Amori  credere. 
«  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amavit  -y 
«  Quique  amavit  cras  amet.1' 

Et  recentibus  virentes  ducat  umbras  fionbus, 
Cras  erat  qui  primus  aether  ccpulavit  nuptias, 
Ut  pater  roris  crearet  vernis  annum  nubibus 
In  iinum  maritus  imber  fluxit  almae  conjugis, 
Ut  foetus  immixtus  omnis  aleret  magno  corpore. 
Ipfa  venas  atque  mentem  permeante  fpiritu 
Intus  occultis  gubernat  procieatrix  viribus, 
Perque  ceelum,  perque terras,  perque  pontum  fubditum, 

Pcsvium  fui  teuorem  feminali  tramite      _    _ 
ln/ouit,  jufiitque  mundurn  no0e  nafcendivias. 
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«c  Let. thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before ; 
"  Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more.'* 

'Twas  me  the  parent  to  the  Latian  more 
Through  various  dangers  Troy's  remainder  bore:  no 
She  won  Lavinia  for  her  warlike  fon, 
And  winning  her  the  Latian  empire  won  : 
She  gave  to  Mars  the  maid,  whole  honourM  womb 
S well'd  with  the  founder  of  immortal  Rome : 
Decoy'd  by  mows,  the  Sabine  dames  me  led,  115 

And  taught  our  vig'rous  youth  the  means  to  wed : 
Hence  fptung  the  Romans,  hence  the  race  divine 
Through  which  great  Caefar  draws  his  Julian  line. 
"  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lovM  before  ; 
(i  Let  thofe  who  always  lov'd  now  love  the  more." 

In  rural  feats  the  foul  of  pleaiure  reigns,  131 

The  life  of  beauty  rills  the  rural  fcenes  5 
E'en  Love  (if  Fame  the  truth  of  Love  declare) 
Drew  firft  the  breathings  of  a  rural  air. 
Some  pleafing  meadow  pregnant  Beauty  preft,          135 
She  laid  her  infant  on  its  flow'iy  brealr, 
From  Nature's  fweets  he  fipp'd  the  fragrant  dew, 
He  fmil'd,  he  kifs'd  them,  and  by  kifling  grew. 
'i  Let  thofe  love  now  who  never  lov'd  betorej 
"  Let  thofe  who  always  lev'd  now  love  the  more."    140 

««  Cras  arnet  qui  numquam  amavit  j 
((  Quique  amavit  cras  amet." 

Ipfa  Trojanos  nepotes  in  Latino  tranftulit ; 
Ipfa  Laurentem  puellam  conjugem  nato  dedit; 
Moxque  Marti  de  faceilo  dat  pudicam  virgir.em. 
Romuleas  ipfa  fecit  cum  Sabinis  nuptias, 
Unde  Rames  et  Quirites,  proque  prole  pofterum 
Romuli  matrem  crearet  et  nepotem  Caefarem. 
"  Cras  ametqui  numquam  amavit  j 
*(  Quique  amavit  cras  amet." 

Rura  fcecundat  voluptas  :  rura  Venerem  fentiuntj 
Ipfe  Amor  puer  Dionae  rure  natus  dicitur. 
Hunc  ager  cum  parturiret,  ipfa  fufcepit  finu, 
Ipfa  florum  delicatis  educavit  ofculis. 
•*  Cras  amet  qui  numquam  amavit  j 
«*  Quique  amavit  cras  amet." 
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Now  bulls  o'er  ffalks  of  brootn  extend  their  fides, 
Secure  of  favours  from  their  lowing  brides  : 
Now  itately  rams  their  fleecy  conforts  lead, 
Who  bleating  follow  thro'  the  wand'ring  fhadej 
And  now  the  goddefs  bids  the  birds  appear,  145 

Raife  all  their  mufic,  and  falute  the  year  : 
Then  deep  the  lwan  begins,  and  deep  the  fong 
Runs  o'er  the  water  where  he  lails  along  : 
While  Philomela  tunes  a  treble  itrain, 
And  from  the  poplar  charms  the  lirt'ning  plain,        150 
We  fancy  leve  exprefs'd  at  ev'ry  note, 
It  melts,  it  warbles,  in  her  liquid  throat : 
Of  barb'rous  Tcreus  lhe  complains  no  more, 
But  lings  for  plealure,  as  for  grief  before  : 
And  ilill  her  graces  rife,  her  airs  extend,  155 

And  all  is  iiience  till  the  Syren  end. 

How  long  in  coming  is  my  lovely  Spring  ! 
And  when  mall  I,  and  when  the  Jwallow,  fing  ? 
Sweet  Philomela!  ceafe,  or  here  I  lit, 
And  filent  lofe  my  rapt'rous  hour  of  wit.  160 

'Tis  gone  j  the  lit  retires  ;   the  fames  decay  j 
My  tuneful  Phoebus  flics  averfe  away. 
His  own  Amycle  thus,  as  ltories  run, 
But  once  was  filent,  and  that  once  undone. 
•"  Let  thole  love  now  who  never  lov'd  before  ;  165 

<c  Let  thole  who  always  iov\l  now  love  the  more.'" 

Ecce,  jam  liiper  geniftas  explicant  tauri  latus. 
Qnifque  tuus  quo  tenetur  conjugal!  fcedere. 
Subter  umbras  cum  mantis  ecce  balantum  gregem. 
Et  canoras  non  tacere  Diva  julfit  alites. 
Jam  loquaces  ore  rauco  (tagna  cygni  perfti  epunt, 
Adfonat  Terei  pueiia  miner  umbiam  popua, 
Ut  putas  motus  Amcris  ore  dici  mulico, 
Et  neges  queri  fororem  de  marito  barbaro. 

Ilia  cantat:   nos  taccmus  :   quando  ver  venit  meum  ? 
Q^ando  faciam  ut  ceiidon,  ut  laccie  definam  ? 
Peiitidi  Mulam  tactndo,  necnie  Phoebus  refpicit. 
Sic  Amyclas,  cum  tacerenr,  perdidit  liientium. 
•'  Cras  amtt  qui  numquam  amavit  j 
««  Quiquc  amavit  cias  meet.'" 
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OR,    THE 

BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE. 

IN  THREE  BOOKS. 


NAMES  OF  THE  FROGS. 
Phyfignailms,  one  who  i'welis  his 

cheeks. 
Pelus,  a  name  from  mud. 
Hydromedufe,  a  ruler  in  the  waters. 
Hypfiboas,  a  loud  bawler. 
Pelion,  from  mud. 
Scutlaeus,  called  from  the  beets. 
Polyphonus,  a  great  babbler. 
Lymr.ccharis,    one  who  loves  the 

lake. 
Crambophagus,  a  cabbage-eater. 
Lymnifius,  called  from  the  lake. 
Calaminthius,  from  the  herb. 
Hydrocharis,  who  loves  the  waters. 
Borborocates,  who  lies  in  the  mud. 
Praflbphagus,  an  eater  of  gai  lie. 
Pelufius,  from  mud. 
Pelobates,  who  walks  in  the  dirt. 
Praflaeus,  called  from  garlic. 
Craugaiides,  from  croaking. 


NAMES  OF   THE  MICE. 
Pfycarpax,   one   who    plunders 

granaries. 
Troxartas,  a  bread-eater. 
LychomiJe,  a  licker  of  meal. 
Pternotradtas,  a  bacon-eater. 
Lychopinax,  a  licker  of  difhes. 
Embalic.iytros,     a    creeper    into 

pots. 
Lychenor,  a  name  for  licking. 
Troglodytes,   one  who  runs  int» 

hobs. 
Artophagus,  who  feeds  on  bread. 
Tyrogiyphus,  a  cheefe-fcooper. 
Pternoglyphus,  abaconfeooper. 
Pternophagus,  a  bacon-eater. 
Cnifibdiodles,  one  who  follows  the 

fteamof  kitchens. 
Sitophagus,  an  eater  of  wheat. 
Meridarpax,  one  who  plunders  his 
fhare. 


BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE. 

Book  I. 

r~PO  fill  my  rifing  fongwith  (acred  fire, 
■*•    Ye  tuneful  Nine,  ye  fweet  celeftial  quire  ! 
From  Helicon's  imbow'ring  height  repair, 
Attend  my  labours  and  reward  my  pray'r : 
The  dreadful  toils  of  raging  Mars  I  write,  5 

The  fprings  of  conteft,  and  the  fields  of  fight ; 
How  threat'ning  Mice  advanc'd  with  warlike  grace, 
And  wag'd  dire  combats  with  the  croaking  race. 
Not  louder  tumults  (hook  Olympus'  tow'rs, 
When  earth  born  giants  dar'd  immortal  pow'rs  :      10 
Thofe  equal  acls  an  equal  glory  claim, 
And  thus  the  Mule  records  the  tale  of  fame. 

Once  on  a  time,  fatigu'd  and  out  of  breath,  - 
And  juft  efcap'd  the  fh  etching  claws  of  Death, 
A  gentle  Moufe,  whom  cats  purfu'd  in  vain,  15 

Fled  fwift-of-fcot  acrol's  the  neighbouring  plain, 
Hung  o'er  a  brink  his  eager  third  to  cool, 
And  dipt  his  whifkers  in  the  (landing  pool  j 
When  near  a  courteous  Frog  advanc'd  his  head, 
And  from  the  waters  hoarie-refounding  faid  :  20 

"  What  art  thou,  Stranger!  what  the  line  you  boaft? 
*'  What  chance  haft  caft  thee  panting  on  our  coaft? 
"  With  ftricteft  truth  let  all  thy  words  agree, 
'*  Nor  let  me  find  a  faithlefs  Moule  in  thee. 
*<  If  worthy  friend  ihip,  proffer'd  friend  (hip  take,     25 
**  And  ent'ring  view  the  pleafurable  lake  ; 
u  Range  o'er  my  palace,  in  my  bounty  (hare, 
"  And  glad  return  from  holpitable  faie. 
*'  This  filver  realm  extends  beneath  my  fway, 
<s  And  me,  their  monarch,  all  its  Frogs  obey.         30 
tf  Great  Phyfignathus  I!  from  Peleus'  race 
**  Begot  in  fair  Hydromede's  embrace, 
*«  Where  by  the  nuptial  bank  that  paints  his  fide, 
*'  The  fwift  Eridanus  delights  to  glide.  34 

*'  Thee,  too,  thy  form,  thy  ftrength,  and  port,  pro- 
claim 
*<  A  fceptred  kingj  a  fon  of  martial  fame$ 
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i*  Then  trace  thy  line,  and  aid  my  gueffing  eyes."" 
Thus  ceas'd  the  Frog,  and  thus  the  Moufe  replies: 
"  Known  to  the  gods,  the  men,  the  birds  that  fly 
ft  Thro'  wild  expanfes  of  the  midway  fky,  40 

"  My  name  refounds,  and  if  unknown  to  thee, 
"  The  foul  of  great  Pfycarpax  lives  in  me. 
"  Of  brave  Troxartas'  line,  whofe  fleeky  down 
«'  In  love  comprefs'd  Lychomilethe  brown. 
"  My  mother  fhe,  and  princefs  of  the  plains  45 

"  Where'er  her  father  Pternotraclas  reigns  j 
tc  Born  where  a  cabin  lifts  its  airy  (lied, 
u  With  figs,  with  nuts,  with  vary'd  dainties,  fed  : 
*'  But  fince  our  natures  nought  in  common  know, 
€t  From  what  foundation  can  a  friendship  grow  ?      50 
"  Thele  curling  waters  o'er  thy  palace  roll, 
"  But  man's  high  food  fuppcrts  my  princely  foul. 
"  In  vain  the  circled  loaves  attempt  to  lie 
•'  Conceal'd  in  flafkets  from  my  curious  eye ; 
"  In  vain  the  tripe,  that  boafts  the  whitefthue,        55 
"  In  vain  the  gilded  bacon,  (huns  my  view  j 
"  In  vain  the  cheeies,  offspring  of  the  pale, 
<c  Or  honey 'd  cakes,  which  gods  themfelves  regale. 
«£  And  as  in  arts  I  (nine,  in  arms  I  fight, 
"  Mix'd  with  the  bravelt,  and  unknown  to  flight.  60 
ft  Tho'  large  to  mine  the  human  form  appear, 
"  Not  man  himfelf  can  fmite  my  foul  with  fear. 
"  Sly  to  the  bed  with  filent  fteps  I  go, 
li  Attempt  his  finger,  or  attack  his  toe, 
*  And  fix  indented  wounds  with  dext'rous  (kill  j     65 
"  Sleeping  he  feels,  and  only  feems  to  feel. 
*'  Yet  have  we  foes  which  direful  dangers  caufe, 
"  Grin?  owls,  with  talons  arm'd,  and  cats  with  claws, 
"  And  that  falfe  trap,  the  den  of  filent  Fate, 
«e  Where  Death  his  ambufh  plants  around  the  bait :  70 
"  All-dreaded  thele,  and  dreadful  o'er  therett, 
•«  The  potent  warriors  of  the  tabby  veil  ; 
*<  If  to  the  dark  we  fly,  the  dark  they  trace, 
"  And  rend  our  heroes  of  the  nibbling  race  ; 
"  But  me  nor  (talks  nor  wat'rifh  herbs  delight,       75 
"  Nor  can  the  criipfon  radifh  charm  my  fight, 
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"  The  lake-refounding  Frogs'  fele&ed  fare, 
"  Which  not  a  Moule  of  any  tafte  can  bear.'" 
As  thus  the  downy  prince  his  mind  exprelt, 
His  anfwer  thus  the  croaking  king  addrtft.  So 

"  Thy  words  luxuriant  on  thy  dainties  rove, 
"  And,  Stranger,  we  can  boaft  of  bounteous  Jove  : 
*•  We  fport  in  water,  or  we  dance  on  land, 
"  And,  born  amphibious,  food  from  both  command: 
*'  But  truft  thyfelf  where  wonders  aik  thy  view,      85 
"  And  fafely  tempt  thofe  leas,  PIJ  bear  thee  thro' : 
(t  Afcend  my  moulders,  firmly  keep  thy  feat, 
(t  And  reach  my  marfhy  court,  and  fear:  in  ftate." 

He  faid,  and  bent  his  back  ;  with  nimble  bound 
Leaps  the  light  Moufe,  and  clafps  his  aims  around,  90 
Then  wond'ring  flctes,  and  lets  with  glad  furvey 
The  winding  banks  reVerabling  ports  at  feaj 
But  when  aloft  the  curling  water  rides, 
And  wets  with  azure  wave  his  downy  (ides, 
His  thoughts  grow  confeious  of  approaching  woe,  95 
His  idle  tears  with  vain  repentance  flow, 
His  locks  he  rends,  his  trembling  feet  he  rears, 
Thick  beats  his  heart  with  unaccuftom'd  fears  ; 
He  fighs,  and,  chilPd  with  danger,  longs  for  more  ; 
His  tail  extended  forms  a  fruitJefs  oar;  ico 

Half-drench'd  in  liquid  death  his  pray'rs  he  fpake, 
And  thus  bemoan'd  him  from  the  dreadful  lake. 

'**  So  pafs'd  Eurppa  thro*  the  rapid  fea, 
"  Trembiing  and  fainting  ail  the  vent'rous  way  j 
"  With  oary  feet  the  bull  triumphant  rode,  105 

"  And  fafe  in  Crete  depos'd  his  lovely  load. 
<e  Ah  !   fafe  at  laft,  may  thus  the  Frog  fupport 
il  My  trembling  limbs  to  reach  his  ample  court/' 

As  thus  he  forrows,  death  ambiguous  grows  j 
Lo  !   from  the  deep  a  water- hydra  rofc;  1  jo 

He  rolls  his  fanguinM  eyes,  his  bofom  heaves, 
And  darts  with  active  rage  along  the  waves. 
Confus'd,  the  monarch  lees. his  ruffing 
And  dives,  to  ihun  the  fable  fates,  below. 
Forgetful  Frog  !    the  friend  thy  moulders  bore,       1 15 
UnikuTd  in  fwimming,  flotes  remote  from  more, 
F  3 
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He  grafps  with  fruitlefs  hands  to  find  relief, 
Supinely  falls,  and  grinds  his  teeth  with  grief  $ 
Plunging  he  finks,  and  ftruggling  mounts  again, 
And  finks,  and  (hives,  but  drives  with  Fate  in  vain ; 
The  weighty  moifture  clogs  his  hairy  veft,  121 

And  thus  the  Prince  his  dying  rage  expreft : 

"  Nor    thou,    that  fling'ft  me  flound'ring  from  thy 
back, 
"  As  from  hard  rocks  rebounds  the  fhatt'ring  wrack, 
*'  Nor  thou  malt  'fcape  thy  due,  perfidious  King  !  125 
"  PurfuM  by  vengeance  on  the  fwifteft  wing. 
tl  At  land  thy  ftrength  could  never  equal  mine ; 
"  At  lea  to  conquer,', and  by  craft,  was  thine  j 
"  But  heav'n  has  gods,  and  gods  have  fearching  eyes. 
**  Ye  Mice!   ye  Mice  !  my  great  avengers  rife.1''     130 

This  laid,  he  fighing  gafp'd,  and  gafping  dy'dj 
His  death  the  young  Lychopinax  efpy'd, 
As  on  the  flow'ry  brink  he  pafs'd  the  day, 
Bafk'd  in  the  beams,  and  loiter'd  life  away : 
Loud  fhrieks  the  Moufe,  his  fhrieks  the  fhores  repeat  J 
The  nibbling  nation  learn  their  hero's  fate  j  1  36 

Grief,  difmal  grief,  enfues  ;   deep  murmurs  found, 
And  fhriller  fury  fills  the  deafen'd  ground: 
From  lodge  to  lodge  the  facred  heralds  run, 
To  fix  their  council  with  the  riling  fun  j  140 

Where  great  Troxartas  crown'd  in  glory  reigns, 
And  winds  his  lengthening  court  beneath  the  plains  : 
Pfycarpax'  father,  father  now  no  more  ! 
For  poor  Pfycarpax  lies  remote  from  fhore  ; 
Supine  he  lies,  thefiient  waters  ftand, 
And  no  kind  billow  wafts  the  dead  to  land!  146 

Book  II. 

■\X7HEN  rofy- finger 'd  Morn  had  ting'd  the  clouds, 
*  *       Around     their    monarch-Mouie    the    nation 
crowds  5 
Slow  rofe  the  ibv'reign,  heav'd  his  anxious  breafr, 
And  thus  the  council,  fill'd  with  rage,    addreft  : 

"  For  loft  Pfycarpax  much  my  foul  endures  ;  5 

f(  *Tis  mine  the  private  grief,  the  public  yours. 
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"  Three  warlike  fans  adorn 'd  my  nuptial  bed, 

tc  Three  fons,  alas  !   before  their  father  dead: 

*«  Our  eldeit  perifh'd  by  the  rav'ning  cat, 

"  As  near  my  court  the  prince  unheedful  fat  j  zo 

•*  Our  next  an  engine  fraught  with  danger  drew, 

**  The  portal  gap'd,  the  bait  was  hung  in  viewj 

v  Dire  arts  afTift  the  trap,  the  Fates  decoy, 

f*  And  men  nnpitying  kill'd  m>  gallant  boy  ! 

"  The  laft,  his  country's  hope,  his  parents'  pride,   15 

lt  Plung'd  in  the  lake  by  Phyfignathus,  dy'd. 

"  Rouie  all  to  war,  my  Friends!   avenge  the  deed, 

"  And  bleed  that  monarch,    and  his  nation  bleed." 

His  words  in  ev'rybrealf,  inipir'd  alarms, 
And  careful  Mars  fupply'd  their  hoft  with  arms,     ao 
In  verdant  hulls,  deipoird  of  all  their  beans, 
The  bufkin'd  warriors  (lalk'd  along  the  plains  : 
Quills  aptly  bound  their  bracing  corfeltt  made, 
Fac'd  with  the  plunder  of  a  cat  they  flay'd  ; 
The  lamp's  round  bofs  affords  their  ample  fhield ;     25 
Large  mells  of  nuts  their  cov'ring  helmet  yield, 
And  o'er  the  region,  with  reflected  rays, 
Tall  groves  of  needles  for  their  lances  blaze. 
Dreadful  in  arms  the  marching  Mice  appear  ; 
The  wond'ring  Frogs  perceive  the  tumult  near,       30 
Forlake  the  waters,  thick'ning  form  a  ring, 
And  afk  and  hearken  whence  the  noifes  fpung. 
When  near  the  crowd,  difclos'd  to  public  view, 
The  valiant  chief  Embafichytios  drew  j 
The  facred  herald's  fceptre  grae'd  his  hand,  35 

And  thus  hrs  words  exprti^'d  his  king's  command  : 

il  Ye  Frogs!    the  Mice,  with  vengeance   hYd,  ad- 
vance, 
*'  And,  deck'd  in  armour,  make  the  mining  lance  j 
"  Their  haplefs  prince  by  Phyfignathus  flam, 
"  Extends  incumbent  on  the  wat'ry  plain  ;  40 

"  Then  arm  your  hoit,  the  doubtful  battle  try; 
"  Lead  forth  thofe  Frogs  that  have  the  foul  to  die.''' 

The  chief  retires,  the  crowd  the  challenge  hear, 
And  proudiy-iwelling,  yet  perplex'd,  appear  j 
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Much  they  refent,  yet  much  their  monarch  blame,  45 
Who,  rifing,  fpoke  to  clear  his  tainted  fame. 

"  O  Friends !  1  never  FdrcM  the  Moufe  to  death, 
'  Nor  faw  the  gafpings  of  his  lateft  breath  ; 
'  He,  vain  of  youth,  our  art  of  fwimming  try'd, 
f  And  venfrous,  in  the  lake  the  wanton  dy'd.        50 
1  To  vengeance  now  by  falfe  appearance  led, 
1  They  point  their  anger  at  my  guiltlefs  head, 
1  But  wage  the  riling  war  by  deep  device, 
'  And  turn  its  fury  on  the  crafty  Mice. 
(  Your  king  directs  the  way  ;  my  thoughts,  elate  55 
'  With  hopes  of  conqueft,  form  defi'gns  of  fate. 
'  Where  high  the  banks  their  verdant  lurface  heave, 
'  And  the  fteep  fides  confine  the  deeping  wave, 
1  There,  near  the  margin,  clad  in  armour  bright, 
'  Suftain  the  firft  impetuous  (hocks  of  fight  ;  60 

'  Then  where  the  dancing  feather  joins  the  crefr, 
*  Let  each  brave  Frog  his  obvious  Moufe  arreft  ; 
'  Each  ftrongly  grafping,  headlong  plunge  a  foe, 
«  Till  countleis  circles  whirl  the  lake  below : 
<  Down  fink  the  Mice  in  yielding  waters  drown'd,  65 
«  Loud  fla(h  the  waters,  and  the  mores  refound  ; 
rThe  Frogs  triumphant  tread  the  conquer'd  plain, 
'  And  raife  their  glorious  trophies  of  the  (lain.'" 
He  (pake  no  more  ;  his  prudent  fcheme  imparts 
Redoubling  ardour  to  the  boldeit  hearts.  70 

Green  was  the  fuit  his  arming  heroes  chofe, 
Around  their  legs  the  greaves  of  mallows  clofe  j 
Green  were  the  beets  about  their  (boulders  laid, 
And  green  the  coievvort  which  the  target  made  ; 
FormM  of  the  varyM  (hells  the  waters  yield,  75 

Their  glofiy  helmets  gliilened  o'er  the  field ; 
And  tap'ring  Pea*  reeds  for  the  polifrVd  (pear, 
With  upright  order  pierc'd  the  ambient  air. 
Thus  dreisM  for  war,  they  take  th'  appointed  height, 
Poize  the  long  arms,  and  urge  the  promis'd  fight.   80 

But  now,  where  Jove's  irradiate  ipires  arife, 
With  Mars.furrcunded  in  ethereal  (kies, 
(A  folerhri  council  call?d,)  the  brazen  gates 
Unbar  j  the  guas  ailume  their  golden  feats; 
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The  fire  fuperior  leans,  and  points  to  /how  85 

What  wondrous  combats  mortals  wage  below: 
How  ftrong,  how  large,  the  nimVrous  heroes  ftrldel 
What  length  of  lance  they  {hake  with  warlike  pride! 
What  eager  fire  their  rapid  march  reveals  ! 
So  the  fierce  Centaurs  ravag'd  o'er  the  dales  j  90 

And  (b  confirm'd  rhe  daring  Titans  rofe, 
Heap'd  hills  on  hills,  ami  bid  the  gods  be  foes. 
•This  ieen,  the  pow'r  his  facred  vifage  rears, 
He  caffs  a  pitying  imile  on  worldly  cares, 
And  afks  what  heav'nly  guardians  take  the  lift,       95 
Or  who  the  Mtce,  or  who  the  Frogs,  afTift  ? 

Then  thus  to  Pallas  :  "  If  my  daughter's  mind 
"  Have  join'd  the  Mice,  why  (fays  (he  ft ',11  behind  ? 
<c  Drawn  forth  by  fav'ry  (teams  they  wind  their  way, 
"  And  fure  attendance  round  thine  altar  pay,  »oo 

P  Where  while  the  victims  gratify  their  tafte, 
T  They  fport  to  pleafe  the  goddels  of  the  feail." 

Thus  (pake  the  ruler  of  the  fpacious  (kies  5 
But  thus,  refolv'd,  the  blue-ey'd  maid  replies: 
"  In  vain,  my  Father!  all  their  dangers  plead,       105 
"  To  fuch  thy  Pallas  never  grants  her  aid  : 
"  My  fiow'ry  wreaths  they  petulantly  lpoil, 
"  And  rob  my  cryftal  lamps  of  feeding  oil  j 
"  (Ills  following  ills!)  but  what  afflicfs  me  more, 
"  My  veil  that  idle  race  profanely  tore  :  no 

*'  The  web  was  curious,  wrought  with  art  divine  j 
"  Relentlefs  Wretches  !  all  the  work  was  mine  I 
<{  Along  the  loom  the  purple  warp  I  fpread, 
**  Caff  the  light  (hoot,  and  crofs'd  the  lilver  thread  ; 
"  In  this  their  teeth  a  thoufand  breaches  tear,        115 
M  The  thoufand  breaches  lkilful  hands  repair, 
P  For  which  vile  earthly  duns  thy  daughter  grieve 
"  (The  gods,  that  uie  no  coin,  have  none  to  give, 
«'  And  learning's  goddefs  never  Je(s  can  owe, 
«'  Neglected  learning  gains  no  wealth  below.)  no 

«'  Nor  let  thr  F>  oga  .0  win  my  fuccour  fue ; 
«'  Thofe  clamVous  tools  have  loit  my  favour  too  : 
w  For  late,  when  all  the  conflicts  ceas'd  at  ni.ght, 
"  When  my  (fretch'd  iinews  work'd  with  eager  fight  j 
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"  When,  fpent  with  glorious  toil,  I  left  the  field,   125 
««  And  funic  for  flumber  on  my  fwelling  fhield, 
<{  Lb,  from  the  deep,  repelling  fweet  repofe, 
*f  With  rioify.  croa kings  half,  the  nation  role  : 
'*  Devoid  of  reft,  with  aching  brows  I  lay, 
"  Till  cocks  proclaimed  the  crimfbn  dawn  of  day.   130 
««  Let  all,  like  me,  from  either  hoft  forbear, 
*f  Nor  tempt  the  flying  furies  of  the  fpear, 
"  Left  heav'nly  blood  (or  what  for  blood  may  flow) 
(l  Adorn  the  conqueft  of  a  meaner  foe.  134. 

"•Some  daring  Moufe  may  meet  the  wondrous  odds, 
"  Tho'  gods  oppoie,  and  brave  the  wounded  gods  : 
"  O'er  gilded  clouds  reclin'd  the  danger  view, 
'*  And  be  the  wars  of  mortal  fcenes  for  you." 

So  mov'd  the  blue-ey'd  Queen  ;  her  words  perfuade ; 
Great  Jove  afiented,  and  the  reft  obey \i.  140 

Book  III. 

"VfOW  front  to  front  the  marching  armies  fhine, 
-^   Halt  ere   they   meet,    and  form  the  lengthening 

line: 
The  chiefs  confpicuous  feen,  and  heard  afar, 
Give  the  loudfignal  to  the  ruining  warj 
Their  dreadful  trumpets  deep-mouth'd  hornets  found, 
The  founded  charge  remurmurs  o'er  the  ground  j       6 
E'en  Jove  proclaims  a  field  of  horror  nigh, 
And  rolls  low  thunder  thro'  the  troubled  iky. 

Firft  to  the  fight  the  large  Hypfiboas  flew, 
And  brave  Lychenor  with  a  javelin  flew  :  10 

The  lucklefs  warrior,  fill'd  with  gen'rous  flame, 
Stood  foremoft  glittering  in  the  poft  of  fame, 
When  in  his  liver  (truck  the  jav'Jin  hung, 
The  Moufe  fell  thund'j  ing,  and  the  target  rung  j 
Prone  to  the  ground  he  finks  his  clofing  eye,  15 

And  foil'd  in  duft  his  lovely  treffes  lie. 

A  fpear  at  Pelion  Troglodytes  caft, 
The  mifnve  fpear  within  the  bofom  paft  ; 
Death's  fable  fhades  the  fainting  Frog  furround, 
And  life's  red  tide  runs  ebbing  from  the  wound.      20 
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JEmbafichytros  felt  Scutlseus'  dart 
Transfix  and  quiver  in  his  panting  heart  j 
But  great  Artophagus  aveng'd  the  (lain, 
And  big  Scutlaeus  tumbling  loads  the  plain: 
And  Polyphonus  dies,  a  Frog  renown'd  25 

For  boaftful  fpeech  and  turbulence  of  1'cund  j 
Deep  thro1  the  beliy  pierc'd,  lupine  he  lay, 
And  breath'd  his  foul  againlt  the  face  of  day. 

The  ftrong  Lymnocharis,  who  view'd  with  ire 
A  viclor  triumph  and  a  friend  expire,  jq 

With  heaving  arms  a  rocky  fragment  caught, 
And  fiercely  rlung  where  Troglodytes  fought, 
(A  warrior  vers'd  in  arts  of  Jure  retreat, 
But  arts  in  vain  elude  impending  fate,) 
Full  on  his  finewy  neck  the  fragment  fell,  35 

And  o'er  his  eye-lids  clouds  eternal  dwell. 
Lychenor  (fecond  of  the  glorious  name) 
Striding  advanc'd,  and  took  no  wand'ring  aim  j 
Thro*  all  the  Frog  the  mining  jay'lin  flies, 
And  near  the  vanquiih'd  Moufe  the  victor  dies.        40 

The  dreadful  ftroke  Crambophagus  affrights, 
Long  bred  to  banquets,  lefs  inur'd  to  fights  j 
Heedlefs  he  runs,  and  Humbles  o'er  the  lteep, 
And  wildly  floynd'ring  flafhes  up  the  deep  j 
Lychenor  following  with  a  downward  blow,  45 

Reach'd  in  the  lake  his  unrecover'd  foe  j 
Gafping  he  roils,  a  purple  ff  ream  of  blood 
Diftains  the  furface  of  the  iilver  flood  ; 
Thro'  the  wide  wound  the  rufhing  entrails  throng, 
And  flow  the  breathleis  carcale  floats  along.  '    50 

Lymnifms  good  Tyroglyphus  affails, 
Prince  of  the  Mice  that  haunt  the  flow'ry  vales j 
Loft  to  the  milky  fares  and  rural  feat, 
He  came  to  periflx  en  the  bank  of  Fare. 

The  dread  Pternoglyphus  demands  the  fight,        55 
Which  tender  Calaminthius  fhuns  by  flight ; 
Drops  the  green  target,  fpringing  quits  the  foe, 
Glides  thro'  the  lake,  and  lately  dive*  below  j 
But  dire  Pternophagus  divides-  his  way 
Thro'  breaking  ranks,  and  leads  the  dreadful  c'ay,  Co> 
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No  nibbling  prince  excell'd  in  fiercenefs  more, 
His  parents  fed  him  on  the  lavage  boar; 
But  where  his  lance  the  field  with  blood  imbru'd, 
Swift  as  he  mov'd  Hydrocharis  purfu'd, 
Till  fall'n  in  death  he  lies  ;  a  fliatfring  ftone  65 

Sounds  on  the  neck,  and  cruihes  all  the  bone ; 
His  blood  pollutes  the  verdure  of  the  plain. 
And  from  his  noftrils  burlts  the  guihing  brain. 

Lychopinax  with  Boi  borocates  fights, 
A  blamelefs  Frog,  whom  humbler  life  delights  j       70 
The  fatal  jav'lm  unrelenting  flies, 
And  darknefs  ieals  the  gentle  croaker's  eyes. 

Incens'd  PraiFophagus  with  fpritely  bound 
Bears  CnifTodioctes  off  the  rifmg  ground, 
Then  drags  him  o'er  the  lake  depriv'd  of  breath,     75 
And  downward  plunging,  finks  his  foul  to  death. 
But  now  the  great  Plycarpax  fhines  afar, 
(Scarce  he  lo  great  whole  lofs  provok'd  the  war,) 
Swift  to  revenge  his  fatal  jav'lin  fled, 
And  thro*  the  liver  itruck  Pelufius  dead  j  So 

His  freckled  coipfe  before  the  viclor  fell, 
His  foul  indignant  fought  the  fhades  of  hell. 

This  faw  Pelobates,  and  trom  the  flood 
Heav'd  with  both  hands  a  monftrous  mais  of  mud ; 
The  cloud  ohfeene  e'er  all  the  hero  flies,  85 

Dishonours  his  brown  lace,  and  blots  his  eyes  : 
Enrag'd,  and  wildly  fputt'ring,  from  the  more 
A  ftone  immenfe  ot  fize  the  warrior  bore, 
A  load  for  lab'ring  earth,  (whole  bulk  to  raife 
Afks  ten  degen'rate  Mice  of  modern  days,)  90 

Full  on  the  leg  arrives  the  crushing  wound ; 
The  Frog  fupportlefs  writhes  upon  the  ground. 

Thus  flufh'd,  the  viclor  wars  with  matchleis  force, 
Till  loud  Ciaugalides  arrelts  his  courie : 
Hoarfe- croaking  threats  precede;  with  fatal  fpeed    95 
Deep  thro'  the  belly  run  the  pointed  rted, 
Then  ftrongly  tugg'd,  return' d  imbru'd  with  gore, 
And  on  the  pile  his  reeking  entrails  bore. 

The  lame  Sitophagus,  c .pprefs'd  with  pain, 
■Creeps  from  the  defp'rate  dangers  of  the  plain  }     100 
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And  where  the  ditches  rifing  weeds  fupply 
To  fpread  their  lowly  fhades  beneath  the  iky, 
There  lurks  the  ftlent  Moufe  reliev'd  from  heat, 
And  fare  embower'd  avoids  the  chance  of  Fate. 

But  here  Troxartas,  Phyfignathus  there,  105 

Whirl  the  dire  furies  of  the  pointed  fpear  j 
But  where  the  foot  around  its  ancle  plies, 
Troxartas  wounds,  and  Phyfignathus  flies, 
Halts  to  the  pool,  a  fafe  rstreat  to  find, 
And  trails  a  dangling  length  of  leg  behind  j  j1o 

The  Moufe  ltill  urges,  ftil)  the  Frog  retires, 
And  half  in  anguim  of  the  flight  expires. 

Then  pious  ardour  young  Praflaeus  brings 
Betwixt  the  fortunes  of  contending  kings  j 
Lank,  harmlefsFrog  !  with  forces  hardly  grown,  ne 
Me  darts  the  reed  in  combats  not  his  own, 
Which  faintly  tinkling  on  Troxartas'  fhield, 
Hangs  at  the  point,  and  drops  upon  the  field. 

Now  nobly  towering  o'er  the  reft  appears 
A  gallant  prince,  that  far  tranlcends  his  years,     12* 
Pride  of  his  fire,  and  glory  of  his  houfe, 
And  more  a  Mars  in  combat  than  a  Moufe; 
His  acKon  bold,  robuft  his  ample  frame, 
And  Meridarpax  his  refounding  name. 
The  warrior,  lingled  from  the  fighting  crowd,        ize 
Boafts  the  dire  honours  of  his  arms  aloud  ; 
Then  ftrutting  near  the  lake,  with  looks  elate, 
To  all  its  nations  threats  approaching  fate  : 
And  fuch  his  (trength,  the  filver  lakes  around 
Might  roll  their  waters  o'er  unpeopled  ground  j      1 3© 
But  pow'rful  Jove,  who  (hews  no  lefs  his  grace 
To  Frogs  that  perirti  than  to  human  race, 
Felt  foft  compaiiicn  rifing  in  his  foul, 
And  fliook  his  facred  head,  that  fhook  the  pole  j 
Then  thus  to  all  the  gazing  pow'rs  began  J35 

The  fire  of  gods,  and  Frogs,  and  Mice,  and  man, 

"  What  leas  of  blood  I  view  !  what  worlds  of  ilain  | 
cc  An  Iliad  rifing  from  a  day's  campaign  ! 
"  How  fierce  his  jav'lin  o'er  the  trembling  lakes 
?'  The  biack  furr'd  hero  Xltrkiarpax  (hakes  t         140 
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"  Unlefs  fome  fav'ring  deity  defcend, 
«'  Soon  will  the  Frogs'  loquacious  empire  end. 
"  Let  dreadful  Pallas,  wing'd  with  pity,  fly, 
"  And  make  her  ^gis  blaze  before  his  eye, 
*«  While  Mars,  refulgent  on  his  rattling  car,         14.5 
«*  Arrefts  his  raging  rival  of  the  war."1' 

He  ceas'd,  reclining  with  attentive  head, 
When  thus  the  glorious  god  of  combats  laid : 
"  Nor  Pallas,  Jove,  tho*  Pallas  take  the  field 
"  With  all  the  terrois  of  her  hifling  fhield,  15® 

««  Nor  Mars  himfelf,  tho'  Mars  in  armour  bright 
"  Afcend  his  car,  and  wheel  amidft  the  fight  j 
««  Not  thefe  can  drive  the  defp'rate  Moufe  afar, 
"  Or  change  the  foi  tunes  of  the  bleeding  war; 
"  Let  all  go  forth,  all  heav'n  in  arms  arife,  155 

««  Or  launch  thy  own  red  thunder:  from  the  Ikies  $ 
"  Such  ardent  bolts  as  flew  that  wondrous  day, 
M  When  heaps  of  Titans  mix'd  with  mountains  lay, 
«  When  all  the  giant- race  enormous  fell, 
".  And  huge  Enceladus  was  hurl'd  to  hell."  160 

'Twas  thus  th*  armipotent  advis'd  the  gods, 
When  from  his  throne  the  Cloud-compeller  nods  ; 
Deep-length'ning  thunders  run  from  pole  to  pole, 
Olympus  trembles  as  the  thunders  roll : 
Then  fwift  he  whirls  the  biandifh'd  bolt  around,   165 
And  headlong  darts  it  at  the  diltant  ground ; 
The  bolt  diicharg'd,  inwrapp'd  with  lightning,  flies, 
And  rends  its  flaming  pafTage  thro'  the  ikies, 
Then  earth's  inhabitants,  the  Nibblers,  fhake; 
And  Frogs,  the  dwellers  in  the  waters,  quake:      170 
Yet  ftill  the  Mice  advance  their  dread  delign, 
And  the  laft  danger  threats  the  croaking  line, 
Till  Jove,  that  inly  mourn'd  the  lofs  they  bore, 
With  itrange  affiftants  fill'd  the  frighted  more.       174 
Poured  from  the  neighb'ring  ftrand,    deform'd    to 
They  march,  a  ludden  unexpected  crew  !  [view, 

Strong  fuits  of  armour  round  their  bodies  dole, 
Which,  like  thick  anvils,  blunt  the  force  of  blows  j 
In  wheeling  marches  turn'd  oblique  they  go  ; 
With  harpy  claws  their  limbs  divide  below  j  180 
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Fell  fheers  the  paffage  to  their  mouth  command  j 
From  out  the  flefh  their  bones  by  nature  ftand  ; 
Broad  fpread  their  backs,  their  mining  moulders  rife  , 
Unnumber'd  joints  diitort  their  lengthen'd  thighs  j 
With  nervous  cords  their  hands  are  firmly  brac'd  ;    185 
Their  round  black  eyeballs  in  their  bofbm  pla^d  j 
On  eight  long  feet  the  wondrous  warriors  tread, 
And  either  end  alike  iupplies  a  head  : 
Thefe  mortal  wits  to  call  the  Crabs  agree  j 
The  gods  have  other  names  for  things  than  we.      190 

Now  where  the  jointures  from  their  loins  depend, 
The  heroes1  tails  with  fev'ring  gralps  they  rend  j 
Here  fhort  of  feet,  depriv'd  the  pow'r  to  fly, 
There  without  hands,  upon  the  field  they  lie  : 
Wrench'd  from  their  holds,  and  icatter'd  all  around, 
The  bended  lances  heap  the  cumbeVd  ground.        196 
Helplefs  amazement,  fear  puriuing  fear, 
And  mad  confufion  thro'  their  holt  appear  ; 
O'er  the  wild  wafte  with  headlong  flight  they  go, 
Or  creep,  conceal'd,  in  vaulted  holes  below.  200 

But  down  Olympus  to  the  wcltern  feas 
Far-ihcoting  Phoebus  drove  with  fainter  rays, 
And  a  whole  war  (io  Jove  ordain'd)  begun, 
Was  fought,  and  ceas'd,  in  oije  revolving  fun.      304 
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PART  OF  THE  FIRST  CANTO  OF 

THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 

ND  now  unveil'd,  the  toilette  ftands  difplay'd, 
Each  filver  vafe  in  myftic  order  laid. 
Firft,  rob'd  in  white,  the  Nymph  intent  adores, 
With  head  tmcover'd,  the  cofmetic  pow'rs. 
A  heav'nly  image  in  the  glafs  appears,  5 

To  that  lhe  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  fhe  rears  : 
Th'  inferior  priefteis,  at  her  altar's  fide, 
Trembling  begins  the  facred  rites  of  pride. 
Unnumber'd  trearuies  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  various  oft 'rings  of  the  world  appear;  10 

From  each  fhe  nicely  culls  with  curious  toil, 
And  decks  the  gudriei's  with  the  glitt'ring  fpoil. 
This  cadet  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks, 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 
The  tortoife  here  and  elephant  unite,  15 

Transformed  to  combs,  the  fpeckled  and  the  white. 

A  TRANSLATION  OF  PART  OF  THE  FIRST  CANTO  OF 

THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK, 

Into  Leonine  Verfe^  after  the  Manner  of  the  ancient  Monks. 

T  m;nc  dileclum  fpeculum,  pro  more  retecrum, 
Emicat  in  mcnsa,  quae  fplendet  pyxide  densa : 
Turn  primum  lympha,  fe  puipat  Candida  Nymphaj 
Jamque  fine  menda,  cceleftis  imago  videnda, 
Nucia  caput,   bellos  retinet,  regit,  implet,  ocellos. 
Hac  ftupet  explorans,  feu  cultus  numen  adorans. 
Inferior  claram  PythonifTa  apparet  ad  aram, 
Fertque  tibi  caute,  dicatque  iuperbia  !  laute, 
Donavenufta;  oris,  quae  cuncris,  plena  laboris, 
Excerpta  explorat,  dominamque  deamque  decorat. 
Pyxide  devota,  ie  pandit  hie  India  tota, 
Et  tota  ex  ifta  tranfpirat  Arabia  cifta  ; 
Tefludo  hie  flectit,  dum  fe  mea  Lefbia  pecYit; 
Atque  elephas  lente,  te  pectit  Lefbia  dente; 
Hunc  maculis  noris,  nivei  jacet  ille  coloris. 
Hie  jacet  et  munde,  mundus  muliebris  abunde ; 
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Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  fhining  rows, 
Puffs,  powders,  patches,  Bibles,  billet-doux. 
Now  awful  Beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms, 
The  fair  each  moment  riles  in  her  charms,  20 

Repairs  her  fmiles,  awakens  evYy  grace, 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face; 
Sees  by  degrees  a  purer  blulii  arife, 
And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 
The  bufy  Sylphs  liuround  their  darling  care,  15 

Thefe  fet  the  head,    and  thofe  divide  the  hair ; 
Some  fold  the  ileeve,  while  others  plait  the  gown, 
And  Betty's  prais'd  for  labours  net  her  own. 

Spinula  refplendens  asris  longo  ordine  pendens, 
Pulvis  fuavis  odore,  et  piftola  fuavis  amore. 
In  luit  arma  ergo,  Veneris  pulcherrima  virgo  ; 
Pulchrior  in  prseiens  tempus  de  tempore  crefcens  ; 
Jam  reparat  rifus,  jam  lurgit  gratia  vu-<us, 
Jam  promit  cultu,  mirac'la  latentia  vultu. 
Pigmina  jam  milcet,  quo  plus  fua  purpura  gliicet, 
Et  geminans  bellis  iplendet  mage  fulgor  oceilis. 
Stant  lemures  muti,  Nymphse  intent ique  ialuti, 
Hie  figit  Zonam,  capiti,  locat  ille  coronam, 
Haec  manicis  formam,  plicis  dat  ct  altera  normam  : 
Et  tibi  vel  Betty,  tibi  vel  nitidiflima  Letty  ! 
Gloria  faciorum  temere  conceditur  horum. 
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AN  ILICY,  TO  AN  OLD  BEAUTY. 

TN  vain,  poor  Nymph  !  to  pleafe  our  youthful  fight, 
•*-  You  fleep  in  cream  and  frontlets  all  the  night, 
Your  face  with  patches  foil,  with  paint  repair, 
Drefs  with  gay  gowns,  and  made  with  foreign  hair: 
If  truth  in  ipite  of  manners  muft  be  told,  5 

Why.  really,  fifty-five  is  fomething  old. 

Once  you  were  young,  or  one,  whofe  life's  fo  long 
She  might  have  borne  my  mother,  tells  me  wrong  : 
And  once  (fmce  Envy's  dead  before  you  die) 
The  women  own  you  play'd  a  fparkling  eye,  10 

Taught  the  light  foot  a  modifh  little  trip, 
And  pouted  with  the  prettieft  purple  lip. 

To  fome  new  charmer  are  the  rofes  fled, 
Which  blew  to  damafk  all  thy  cheek  with  red  j 
Youth  calls  the  Graces  there  to  fix  their  reign,         ij 
And  airs  by  thoufands  fill  their  eafy  train. 
So  parting  Summer  bids  her  flow'ry  prime 
Attend  the  fun  to  drefs  fome  foreign  clime, 
While  withering  feafons  in  fucceflion,  here, 
Strip  the  gay  gardens,  and  deform  the  year.  20 

But  thcu  (iince  Nature  bids)  the  world  refign, 
"Tis  now  thy  daughter's  daughter's  time  to  fhinej 
With  more  addrels  (or  fuch  as  pleafes  more) 
She  runs  her  female  exercifes  o'er, 
Unfurls  or  clofes,  raps  or  turns  the  fan,  %  t 

And  fmiles,  or  blufhes,  at  the  creature  Man: 
With  quicker  life,  as  gilded  coaches  pafs, 
In  (idehng  courtefy  fhe  drops  the  glafs : 
With  better  ftrength,  on  vifit-days,  me  bears, 
To  mount  her  fifty  flights  of  ample  ftairs.  30 

Her  mein,  her  ftiape,  her  temper,  eyes,  and  tongue, 
Are  fure  to  conquer — for  the  rogue  is  young  j 
And  ail  that's  madly  wild,  or  oddly  gay, 
We  call  it  only  pretty  Fanny's  way. 

Let  time,  that  makes  you  homely,  make  you  fa^e; 
The  fphere  of  wifdom  is  the  fphere  of  age.  36 

*Tis  true,  when  beauty  dawns  with  early  fire, 
And  hears  the  flatt'ring  tongues  of  foft  delire, 
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If  not  from  virtue,  from  its  graved  ways 

The  foul  with  pleafing  avocation  ftrays  j  40 

But  beauty  gone,  'tis  eafier  to  be  wiie, 

As  harpers  better  by  the  lofs  of  eyes. 

Henceforth  retire,  reduce  your  roving  airs, 
Haunt  lefs  the  plays,  and  more  the  public  pray'rsj 
Rejeft  the  Mechlin  head  and  gold  brocade,  45 

Go  pray,  in  fober  Norwich  crape  array 'd. 
Thy  pendent  diamonds  let  thy  Fanny  take, 
(Their  trembling  luftre  fhows  how  much  you  (hake,) 
Or  bid  her  wear  thy  necklace  row'd  with  pearl, 
You'll  find  your  Fanny  an  obedient  girl,  50 

So  for  the  relt,  with  lei's  incumbrance  hung, 
You  walk  thro'  life  unmingied  with  the  young, 
And  view  the  ftnde  and  fubftance  as  you  pals, 
With  joint  endeavour  trifling  at  the  g!ais, 
Or  Folly  drefs'd,  and  rambling  all  her  days,  55 

To  meet  her  counterpart,  and  grow  by  praife  ; 
Yet  ftill  fedate  yourfelf,  and  gravely  plain, 
You  neither  fret  nor  envy  at  the  vain. 

*Twas  thus  (if.  man  with  woman  we  compare) 
The  wife  Athenian  crofs'd  a  glittering  fair  j  60 

Unmov'd  by  tongues  and  fights  he  walk'd  the  place, 
Thro'  tape,  toys,  tinlel,  gimp,  perfume,  and  iace, 
Then  bends  from  Mars's  Hill  his  awful  eyes, 
And  "  What  a  world  I  never  want  ?"  he  cries  } 
But  cries  unheard  ;  for  Folly  will  be  free  ;  65 

So  parts  the  buzzing  gaudy  crowd  and  he : 
As  carelefs  he  for  them,  as  they  for  him  ; 
He  wrapt  in  vvifdom,  and  they  whiri'd  by  whim.     68 

THE    EOOK.WORM. 

/"^OME  hither,  Boy!  we'll  hunt  to-day 

^  The  Book- worm,  ravening  beaft  of  prey, 

Produced  by  parent  Earth,  at  odds 

(As  Fame  reports  it)  with  the  gods. 

Him  frantic  hunger  wildly  drives  5 

-Againft  a  thoufand  authors'  lives  : 

Thro"  ail  the  fields  of  wit  he  flies  j 

Dreadful  his  head  with  cluft'ripg  eyes, 
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With  horns  without,  and  tufks  within, 
And  fcales  to  fcrve  him  for  a  (kin.  10 

Obferve  him  nearly,  left  he  climb 
To  wound  the  bards  of  ancient  time, 
Or  down  the  vale  of  Fancy  go 
To  tear  fome  modern  wretch  below  j 
On  ev'ry  comer  fix  thine  eye,  1 5 

Or  ten  to  one  he  flips  thee  by. 

See  where  his  teeth  a  palTage  eat ; 
We'll  roufe  him  from  the  deep  retreat. 
But  who  the  (belter's  forc'd  to  give? 
'Tis  facred  Virgil,  as  I  live  !  zo 

From  leaf  to  leaf,   from  long  to  fong, 
He  draws  the  tadpole  form  along, 
He  mounts  the  gilded  edge  before 5 
He's  up,  he  feuds  the  cover  o'er ; 
He  turns,  he  doubles  j  there  he  paft,  35 

And  here  we  have  him  caught  at  laft. 

'Infatiate  Brute!  whole  teeth  abufe 
The  fweeteft  fervants  of  the  Mufe  ; 
(Nay,  never  offer  to  deny, 

I  took  thee  in  the  fact  to  fly.)  30 

His  rofes  nipt  in  ev'ry  page, 
My  poor  Anacreon  mourns  thy  rage  j 
By  thee  my  Ovid  wounded  lies  5 
By  thee  my  Lefbia's  Sparrow  dies 5 
Thy  rabid  teeth  have  half  deftroy'd  35 

The  work  of  Love  in  Biddy  Floyd  ; 
They  rent  Belinda's  locks  away, 
And  fpoil'd  the  Blouzelind  of  Gay. 
For  all,  for  ev'ry  fingle  deed, 

Relentlefs  Juftice  bids  thee  bleed.  40 

Then  fall  a  victim  to  the  Nine, 
Myfelf  the  prieft,  my  defk  the  ferine. 

Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  TafTo,  near, 
To  pile  a  facred  altar  here. 
Hold,  Boy!  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit,  45 

You  reach'd  the  plays  that  D s  writ  ; 

You  reach'd  me  Ph 's  rultic  (train  j 

Pray  take  your  mortal  bards  again. 
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Come,  bind  the  victim — There  he  lies, 
And  here  between  his  num'rous  eyes  <» 

This  venerable  duft  I  lay, 
From  manufcripts  juft  fwept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take, 
(For  the  libation's  yet  to  make,) 
A  health  to  Poets  !  all  their  days  55 

May  they  have  bread  as  well  as  praife  { 
Senle  may  they  leek,  and  lefs  engage 
In  papers  rUl'd  with  party- rage! 
But  if  their  riches  ipoil  their  vein, 
Yt  Mufes  !  make  them  poor  again.  60 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade, 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  ftrikethe  fcales  that  arm  thee  round, 
And  twice  and  thrice  I  print  the  wound ; 
The  facred  altar  floats  with  red  ;  65 

And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he's  dead. 

How  like  the  fon  of  Jove  I  ftand, 
This  Hydra  ftretch'd  beneath  my  hand  ! 
Lay  bare  the  monfter's  e:  trails  here, 
To  fee  what  dangers  threat  the  year :  70 

Ye  Gods  !  what  Sonnets  on  a  wench  ! 
What  lean  Tr inflations  out  of  French ! 
Tis  plain,  this  iobe  is  io  unfound, 
S prints  before  the  months  go  round. 

But  hold,  before  I  clofe  the  fcene,  ye 

The  facred  altar  fliould  be  clean. 
Oh  !  had  I  Sh — ■ — ll's  fecond  bays, 

Or,  T     '.  thy  pert  and  humble  lays, 

(Ye  Pair  !  forgive  me  when  I  vow 

I  never  mifs'd  your  Works  till  now,)  80 

I'd  tear  the  leaves  to  wipe  the  fhrine, 

(That  only  way  you  pleafe  the  Nine,) 

But  fince  I  chance  to  want  thefetwo, 

I'll  make  the  longs  of  D y  do. 

Rent  from  the  corpfe,  on  yonder  pin  85 

I  hang  the  fcales  that  brae'd  it  in ; 
I  hang  my  ftudious  morning  gown, 
And  write  my  own  infeription  down. 
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"  This  trophy,  from  the  Python  won, 
**  This  robe,  in  which  the  deed  was  done,  90 

"  Thefe  Parnell,  glorying  in  the  feat, 
u  Hung  on  thefe  (helves,  the  Mules'  feat. 
"  Here  Ignorance  and  Hunger  found 
"  Large  realms  of  wit  to  ravage  round  ; 
*'  Here  Ignorance  and  Hunger  fell  j  95 

"  Two  foes  in  one  I  fent  to  hell. 
"  Ye  Poets  !  who  my  labours  fee, 
"  Come  (hare  the  triumph  all  with  me  : 
"  Ye  Critics  !  born  to  vex  the  Mufe, 
il  Go  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lofe."  103 

AN    ALLEGORY     ON     MAN. 

A    THOUGHTFUL  being,   long  and  fpare, 
•^^    Our  race  of  mortals  call  him  Care, 
(Were  Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  have  call'd  him  too,) 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought,  5 

And  Iov'd  to  work,  tho'  no  one  bought. 

This  being,  by  a  model  bred 
In  Jove's  eternal  fable  head, 
Contriv'd  a  (hape  impower'd  to  breathe, 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath.  10 

The  man  rofe  flaring,  like  a  (take, 
Wond'ring  to  fee  himfelf  awake  ! 
Then  look'd  fo  wife,  before  he  knew 
The  bus'nefs  he  was  made  to  do, 
That,  pleas'd  to  fee  with  what  a  grace  1 5 

He  gravely  fhew'd  his  forward  face, 
Jove  talk'd  of  breeding  him  on  high, 
An  under-fomething  of  the  fky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod, 
Which  ever  binds  a  poet's  god,  20 

(For  which  his  curls  ambrofial  make, 
And  Mother  Earth's  oblig'd  to  quake,) 
He  faw  old  Mother  Earth  ariie, 
She  flood  confefs'd  before  his  eyes, 
But  not  with  what  we  read  (he  wore,  2$ 

A  caftle  for  a  crown  before, 
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Nor  with  long  ftreets  and  longer  roads, 

Dangling  behind  her  like  commodes  : 

As  yet  with  wreaths  alone  me  dreft, 

And  traii'd  a  landfcape-painted  veft;  -  • 

Then  thrice  me  rais'd,  (as  Ovid  laid,) 

And  thrice  me  bow'd — her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  made,  "  Great  Jove,"  me  cry'd, 
"  This  thing  was  falhion'd  from  my  fide ; 
"  His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head,  are  mine,  35 

"  Then  what  haft  thou  to  call  him  thine?" 

"  Nay  rather  aflc,"  the  monarch  laid, 
"  What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head? 
»'  Were  what  I  gave  remov'd  away, 
«'  Thy  part's  an  idle  fhape  of  clay."  40 

•'  Halves,  more  rhan  halves,"  cryM  honeft  Care  ; 
•«  Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  fair; 
"  You  claim  the  body,  you  the  foul, 
«  But  I,  who  join'd  them,  claim  the  whole." 

Thus  with  the  gods  debate  began  45 

On  fuch  a  trivial  caufe  as  Man. 
"  And  can  celeftial  tempers  rage?" 
Quoth  Virgil,  in  a  latter  age. 

As  thus  they  wrangled,  Time  came  by  ; 
(There's  none  that  paint  him  fuch  as  I,  $9 

For  what  the  fabling  Ancients  fung 
Makes  Saturn  old  when  Time  was  young) 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  fhed 
Their  filver  honours  on  his  head  ; 
He  juft  had  got  his  pinions  free  55 

From  his  oid  lire  Eternity. 
A  ferpent  girdled  round  he  wore, 
The  tail  within  the  mouth  before, 
By  which  our  almanacs  are  clear, 
That  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year-  8  ? 

A  ftaff  he  carry'd,  where  on  high 
A  glafs  was  fix'd  ro  meafiire  by, 
As  amber  bo-:es  made  a  lho.v 
For  heads  of  canes  an  age  ago. 

His  veft,  tor  day  and  nighr,  was  pv'd,  i  ' 

A  bending  fickle  afm'd  his  fide, 
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And  Spring's  new  months  his  train  adorn } 
The  other  ieafons  were  unborn. 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he  draws, 
They  make  him  umpire  of  the  caufe.  70 

O'er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  laid, 
(Where  iince  his  hours  a  dial  made,) 
Then  leaning,  heard  the  nice  debate, 
And  thus  pronounc'd  the  words  of  Fate  : 

"  Since  body  from  the  parent  Earth,  75 

"  And  foul  from  Jove,  received  a  birth, 
«'  Return  they  where  they  firft  began  ; 
«<  But  fmce  their  union  makes  the  man, 
"  Till  Jove  and  Earth  fhall  part  thefe  two, 
««  To  Care,  who  join'd  them,  Man  is  due."  80 

He  faid,  and  fprung  with  fwilt  career 
To  trace  a  circle  for  the  year  j 
Where  ever  fince  the  feafons  wheel, 
And  tread  on  one  another's  heel. 

"  'Tis  well,"  faid  Jove}  and  for  confcnt  85 

Thund'ring  he  fhook  the  firmament  j 
«<  Our  umpire  Time  fhall  have  his  wayj 
™  With  Care  I  let  the  creature  flay: 
"  Let  bus'nefs  vex  him,  av'rice  blind, 
«'  Let  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  his  mind  j  99 

"  Let  Error  aft,  Opinion  lpeak, 
if  And  Want  afflift,  and  Sicknefs  break, 
•*  And  Anger  burn,  Dejeftion  chill, 
"  And  Joy  diftraft,  and  Sorrow  kill; 
¥  Till,  arm'd  by  Care,  and  taught  to  mow,  95 

**  Time  draws  the  long  deftruftive  blow, 
"  And  wafted  man,  whole  quick  decay 
(s  Comes  hurrying  on  before  his  day, 
'*  Shall  only  find,  by  this  decree, 
M  The  foul  flies  iboner  back  to  me."  10© 
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AN    IMITATION    OF     SOMI 

FRENCH  VLRSES. 

TJELENTLESS  Time!  deftroying  pow'r, 
-*■*•   Whom  Hone  and  brafs  obey, 
Who  giv'ft  to  ev'ry  flying  hour 
To  work  ibme  new  decay  5 

Unheard,  unheeded,  and  unfeen,  5 

Thy  fecret  laps  prevail, 

And  ruin  man,  a  nice  machine, 

By  Nature  rorm'd  to  fail. 

My  change  arrives  ;  the  change  I  meet 

Before  I  thought  it  nigh  :  i^ 

My  fpring,  my  years  of  pleafure  fleet, 

And  ail  their  beauties  die. 

In  age  I  fearch,  and  only  find 

A  poor  unfruitful  gain, 

Grave  Wildom  ftaikir.g  flow  behind,  15 

Opprefs'd  with  loads  or  pain. 

My  ignorance  could  once  beguile, 

And  fancy'd  joys  infpirej 

My  errors  cherilh'd  Hope  to  fmile 

On  newly-born  Defire :  »0 

But  now  experience  fhews  the  blifs 
For  which  I  fondly  fought, 
Not  worth  the  long  impatient  wifh, 
And  ardour  of  the  thought. 

My  youth  met  Fortune  fair  array 'd,  *J 

(In  ah  her  pomp  (he  (hone,) 
And  might, /perhaps,  have  well  eftay'd 
To  make  hu'  girts  my  own  : 
H 


\l6  PARNELI/S    POEMS. 

But  when  I  faw  the  bleflings  Ihow'r 

On  fome  unworthy  mind,  $9 

I  left  the  chace,  and  own'd  the  pow'r 

Was  juftly  painted  blind. 

I  pafs'd  the  glories  which  adorn 

The  fplendid  courts  of  kings  ; 

And  while  the  peribns  mov'd  my  fcorn,  35 

I  rofe  to  fcorn  the  things. 

My  manhood  felt  a  vig'rous  fire, 

By  love  increas'd  the  more  ; 

But  years,  with  coining  years,  confpire 

To  break  the  chains  I  wore.  4.0 

In  weaknefs  fafe,  the  fex  I  fee 
With  idle  luftre  mine; 
For  what  are  all  their  joys  to  me, 
Which  cannot  now  be  mine  ? 

But  hold — I  feel  my  gout  decreafe,  45 

My  troubles  laid  to  reft  j 

And  truths,  which  would  diilurb  my  peace, 

Are  painful  truths  at  beft. 

Vainly  the  time  I  have  to  roll 

In  fad  reflection  flies  j  50 

Ye  fondling  Pafllons  of  my  foul? 

Ye  fweet  Deceits  !  ariie. 

I  wifely  change  the  fcene  within 

To  things  that  tis'd  to  pleafe  i 

In  pain  phiiofophy  is  fpleen, 

In  health  'tis  only  eafe.  56 
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A    NIGHT-PIECE,    O.V    DEATH. 

T>  Y  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light 
■*-*  No  more  I  wafte  the  wakeful  night, 
Intent  with  endlcfs  view  to  pore 
The  ichoolmen  and  the  iages  o'er  ; 
Their  books  from  wifdom  widely  ftray,  5 

Or  point  at  belt  the  longed  way  : 
I'll  leek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom's  finely  taught  below. 
How  deep  yon'  azure  dyes  the  iky ! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie,  ic 

While  thro*  their  ranks,  in  filver  pride, 
The  nether  crefcent  feems  to  glide. 
The  flumb'ring  breeze  forgets  to  breathe, 
The  lake  is  imooth  and  clear  beneath; 
Where  once  again  the  fpangled  mow  1 5 

Deicends  to  meet  our  eyes  below  j 
The  grounds  which  on  the  right  afpire, 
In  dimnefs  from  the  view  retire  ; 
The  left  prefents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whole  wall  the  filenr.  water  laves.  zc 

That  iteeple  guides  thy  doubtful  fight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night ; 
There  pafs,  with  melancholy  ftate, 

By  all  the  iblemn  heaps  of  Fate, 

And  think,   as  foftly-fad  you  tread  *5 

Above  the  venerable  dead, 

"  Time  was  like  thee  they  life  poiTeft, 

"  And  Time  mail  be  that  thou  (halt  reft." 
Thofe  graves,  with  bending  ofier  bound, 

That  namelefs  heave  the  crumbled  ground,  30 

Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  difclofe 

Where  Toil  and  Poverty  repole. 

The  flat  imooth  ftones  that  bear  a  name, 

The  chillers  {lender  help  to  fame, 

(Which  ere  our  let  of  friends  decay  35 

Their  frequent  Heps  may  wear  away,) 

A  middle  race  of  mortals  own, 

Men  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 
H  2 
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The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high, 
Whofe  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie,  40 

Whofe  pillars  fvvell  with  fculptur'd  ftones, 
Arms,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 
Thefe  (all  the  poor  remains  of  ftate) 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  praife  the  great, 
Who  while  on  earth  in  fame  they  live,  45 

Are  fenfekfs  of  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha  !   while  I  gaze  pale  Cynthia  fades, 
The  burfting  earth  unveils  the  fhades  ! 
All  (low,  and  wan,  and  wrapped  with  ftirouds, 
They  rife  in  vifionary  crowds,  50 

And  all  with  lober  accent  cry, 
"  Think,  Mortal !  what  it  is  to  die." 

Now  from  yon  black  and  fun'ral  yew, 
That  bathes  the  ch'rnel-houle  with  dew, 
Methinks  I  hear  a  voice  begin,  55 

(Ye  Ravens  !   ceafe  your  croaking  din  : 
Ye  tolling  Clocks !  no  time  refound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground;) 
It  fends  a  peal  of  hollow  groans, 
Thus  fpeaking  from  among  the  bones:  60 

"  When  men  my  lcythe  and  darts  fupply, 
*'  How  great  a  king  of  fears  am  I ! 
**  They  view  me  like  the  laft  of  things  ; 
t{  They  make,  and  then  they  dread,  my  flings. 
"  Fools  !  if  you  Ids  provok'd  your  fears,  65 

"  No  more  my  fpe£lre- form  appears. 
*'  Death's  but  a  path  that  mult  be  trod, 
"  If  man  would  ever  pafs  to  God ; 
'*  A  pert  of  calms,  a  ftate  of  eafe 
ts  From  the  rough  rage  of  fwelling  feas."  70 

Why  then  thy  flowing  fable  doles, 
Deep  pendent  cyprefs,  mourning  poles, 
Loofe  fcarfs  to  fall  athwart  thy  weeds, 
Long  palls,  drawn  hearfes,  cover'd  fteeds, 
And  plumes  of  black,  that,  as  they  tread,  75 

Nod  o'er  the  'fcutcheons  of  the  dead  ? 

Nor  can  the  parted  body  know, 
Nor  wants  the  lcui,  thefe  forms  of  woe. 
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As  men  who  long  in  prifon  dwell, 
"With  lamps  that  glimmer  round  the  cell,  80 

Whene'er  their  fuff  'ring  years  are  run, 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glitt'ring  fun  j 
Such  joy,  tho'  far  tranlcending  fenfe, 
Have  pious  fouls  at  parting  hence. 
On  earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd,  S5 

A  few  and  evil  years  they  wade  j 
But  when  their  chains  are  cafe  afide, 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide ; 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tow'r  away, 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day.  90 


W1 


THE  HORSE  AND  THE  OLIVE. 

'ITH  moral  tale  let  ancient  wifdom  move, 
Whiltt  thus  I  (ing  to  make  the  Moderns  wife  j 
Strong  Neptune  once  with  fage  Minerva  ftrove, 
And  rifing  Athens  was  the  victor's  prize. 
By  Neptune  Plutus,  (guardian  pow'r  of  gain,)         5 
By  great  Minerva  bright  Apollo  flood  ; 
But  Jove,  fuperior,  bade  the  fide  obtain 
Which  belt  contriv'd  to  do  the  nation  good. 
Then  Neptune  ftriking,  from  the  parted  ground 
The  warlike  Horle  came  pawing  on  the  plain,  10 

And  as  it  tofs'd  its  mane,  and  pranc'd  around, 
•'  By  this,"  he  cries,    "  I'll  make  the  people  reign." 

The  goddefs,  fmiling,  gently  bow'd  her  fpear, 
"  And  rather  thus  they  (hall  be  blefs'd,**  fhe  laid  : 
Then  upward  mooting  in  the  vernal  air,  15 

With  loaded  boughs  the  fruitful  Olive  fpread. 

Jove  faw  what  gilt  the  rural  pow'rs  defign'd, 

And  took  th'  impartial  icalcs,  refolv'd  to  fnow 

If  greater  blifs  in  warlike  pomp  we  find, 

Or  in  the  calm  which  peaceful  times  beftow.  20 

On  Neptune's  part  he  plac'd  victorious  days, 
Gay  trophies  won,  and  fame  extending  widej 
But  Plenty,  Safety,  Science,   Arts,  and  Eafe, 
Minerva's  fcale  with  greater  weight  fupply'd, 
H  3 
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Fierce  War  devours  whom  gentle  peace  would  fave; 
Sweet  Peace  reiiores  what  angry  War  cleftroys ;       a<» 
War  made  for  Peace  with  that  rewards  the  brave, 
While  Peace  its  pleafures  from  itfelf"  enjoys. 

Hence  vanquifh'd  Neptune  to  the  fea  withdrew, 
Hence  wife  Minerva  rul'd  Athenian  lands  ;  30 

Her  Athens  hence  in  arts  and  honours  grew, 
And  ftill  her  Olives  deck  pacific  hands. 

From  fables  thus  difclofs'd,  a  monarch's  mind 
May  form  juft  rules  to  chufe  the  truly  great} 
And  fubjecls,  weary'd  with  diftrefles,  find  35 

Whofe  kind  endeavours  moft  befriend  the  Rate. 

E'en  Britain  here  may  learn  to  place  her  love, 
If  cities  won  her  kingdom's  wealth  have  coft} 
If  Anna's  thoughts  the  patriot  fouls  approve, 
Whofe  cares  relTore  that  wealth  the  wars  had  loft.  40 

But  if  we  afk,  the  moral  to  difclofe, 
Whom  her  beft  patronnefs  Europa  calls, 
Great  Anna's  title  no  exception  knows, 
And,  unapply'd  in  this,  the  fable  falls. 

With  her  nor  Neptune  cr  Minerva  vies  :  45 

Whene'er  fhe  pleas'd  her  troops  to  conqueft  flew  j 
Whene'er  (he  pleafes  peaceful  times  arii'e  : 
She  gave  the  Horfe,  and  gives  the  Olive  too.  48 
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THE  THTRD  SATIRE  OF  DR.  DONNE; 
VERSIFIED  BY  DR.  PARNELL. 

/COMPASSION  checks  my  fpieen,  yet  fcorn  denies 

^   The  tears  a  paiTage  through  my  ("welling  eyes  j 

To  laugh  or  weep  at  fins  might  idly  fl*>w 

Un  heedful  pallion  or  unfruitful  woe. 

Satire  !  arife,  and  try  thy  lharper  ways,  5 

If  ever  fatire  cur'd  an  old  difeafe. 

Is  not  Religion  (heav'n-defcended  dame!) 

As  worthy  all  our  foul's  derouteft  flame, 

As  Moral  Virtue  in  her  early  fway, 

When  the  beft  Heathens  law  by  doubtful  day!  10 

Are  not  the  joys,  the  promis'd  joys  above, 

As  great  and  ftrong  to  vanifh  earthly  love 

As  earthly  glory,  fame,  relpecl;,  and  (how, 

As  al!  rewards  their  virtue  found  below  ? 

Alas!  Religion  proper  means  prepares;  15 

Thefe  means  are  ours,  and  mull  its  end  be  theirs  ? 

And  mail  thy  father's  fpirit  meet  the  fight 

Of  Heathen  fages  cloth'd  in  heav'nly  light, 

Whole  merit  of  (Iricf  life,  leverelv  i'uited 

To  Reafon's  dictate?,  may  be  faith  imputed,  20 

Whillf.  thou,  to  whom  he  taught  the  nearer  road, 

Art  ever  banifh'd  from  the  bleiVd  abode  ? 

THE  THIRD  SATIRE  OF  DR.  DONNE. 
TZ  IND  Pity  checks  my  fpieen,  brave  Scorn  forbids 
A*-  Thofe  tears  to  iiTue  which  (Well  my  eye-lids. 
I  muff  not  laugh  nor  weep  fins,  but  be  wife; 
Can  railing  then  cure  thefe  worn  maladies  r 
]s  not  our  miftrefs,  fair  Religion, 
As  worthy  of  all  our  foul's  devotion 
As  Virtue  was  to  the  full  blinded  age  ? 
Are  not  heaven's  joyes  as  valiant  to  affuage 
Luits,  as  earth's  honour  was  to  them  ?  Alas  ! 
As  we  do  them  in  means,  (hall  they  furpafs 
Us  in  the  end  ?  and  mail  thy  father's  fpirit 
Meet  blind  phiiolbphers  in  heaven,  whole  merit 
Of  itrift  life  may  be  imputed  faith,  and  hear 
Thee,  sritoin  he  taught  fo  eafte  wayes  ar.d  near 
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Oh !  if  thy  temper  fuch  a  fear  can  find, 
This  fear  were  valour  of  the  nobleft  kind, 

Dar'ft  thou  provoke,  when  rebel- fouls  aipire,       25 
Thy  Maker's  vengeance  and  thy  monarch's  ire, 
Or  live  entomb'd  in  fhips,  thy  leader's  prey, 
Spoil  of  the  war,  the  famine,  or  the  (ea  ; 
In  fearch  of  pearl  in  depth  of  ocean  breathe, 
Or  live,  exil'd  the  lun,  in  mines  beneath,  30 

Or  where  in  tern  pelts  icy  mountains  roll, 
Attempt  a  pafl'age  by  the  northern  pole  ? 
Or  dar'ft  thou  parch  within  the  fires  of  Spain, 
Or  burn  beneath  the  line  for  Indian  gain? 
Or  for  fome  idol  of  thy  fancy  draw  3^ 

Some  loofe-gown'd  dame  ?  O  courage  made  of  ftraw' 
Thus,   defp'rate  Coward  1  would'ft  thou  bold  appear, 
Yet  when  thy  God  has  plac'd  thee  fen  try  here, 
To  thy  own  foes,  to  his,  ignoble  yield, 
And  leave,  for  wars  forbid,  th'  appointed  field  ?      40 

Know  thy  own  foes;  th'  apoftate  Angel,  he 
You  drive  to  pleafe,  the  foremolt  of  the  three  j 

To  toilow,  damn'd  ?   Oh  !  if  thou  dar'ft,  fear  this  : 

This  fear  great  courage  and  high  valour  is. 

Dar'ft  thou  ayd  mutinous  Dutch  ?   and  dar'ft  thou  lay 

Thee  in  fhips,  wooden  fepuichres,  a  prey 

To  leader's  rage,  to  ftorms,  to  fhot,  to  dearth  ? 

Dar'ft  thou  dive  feas  and  dungeons  of  the  earth? 

Haft  thou  courageous  fire  to  thaw  the  ice 

Of  frozen  North  difcoveries,  and  thrice 

Colder  than  falamanders  ?  like  divine 

Children  in  th'  oven,  fires  of  Spain  and  the  line, 

Whofe  countries  limbecks  to  our  bodies  be, 

Canft  thou  for  gain  bear  ?  and  muft  eveiy  he 

Which  cries  not  Goddefs  to  thy  raiftrefs,  draw 

Or  eat  thy  poyfonous  words?  Courage  of  ftraw! 

O  defperate  Coward!  wilt  thou  feem  bold,  and 

To  thy  foes  and  his  (who  made  thee  to  (tand 

Sentinel  in  this  world's  garriibn)  thus  yield, 

And  for  forbid  wanes  leave  th'  appointed  field  ? 

Know  thy  foes  ;  the  foul  Devil  (he  whom  thou 

Striv'ft  to  pleafe)  for  hate,  not  love,  would  allow 


MISCELLANIES.  $3 

He  makes  the  pleasures  of  his  realm  the  bait, 
But  can  he  give  for  love  that  acts  in  hate? 
The  World's  thy  (Second  love,  thy  fecond  foe,  45 

The  World,  whofe  beauties  perifh  as  thev  blow  j 
They  fly,  fhe  fades  herfelf,  and  at  the  bell, 
You  grafp  a  wither'd  ftrumpet  to  your  breaft  : 
The  Flefh  is  next,  which  in  fruition  walks, 
High  flufh'd  with  ail  the  fenfual  joys  it  taftc*  ;  $9 

While  men  the  fair,  the  goodly,  foul  deftroy, 
From  whence  the  Flelh  has  pow'r  to  tafte  a  joy. 

Seek  thou  Religion  primitively  found 

Wei',  gentle  Friend  !  but  where  may  fhe  be  found  ? 

By  faith  implicit  blind  Ignaro  led,  55 

Thinks  the  bright  feraph  from  his  country  fled, 
And  leeks  her  feat  at  Rome,  becaufe  we  know 
She  there  was  feen  a  thou  land  years  ago, 
And  loves  her  lelic  rags,  as  men  obey 
The  foct-cioth  where  the  prince  fat  yefterday.  60 

Theie  pageant  forms  are  whining  Oheu's  fcorn, 
"Who  ieeks  Religion  at  Geneva  born ; 
A  fulien  thing,  whofe  coarfenefs  fuits  the  crowd, 
Tho'  young,  unhandfome;  tho1  unhandfome,  proud. 

Thee  fain  his  whole  realm  to  be  quit;    and  as 
Tne  world's  all  parts  wither  away  and  pal's, 
So  the  World's  ielf,  thy  other  lov'd  foe,  is 
In  her  decrepit  wane,  and  thou  loving  this 
Doft  lov.  a  withered  and  worn  ftrumpet:   laft 
Fie.,:  (itfelf's  death)  and  joyes  which  flefh  can  tafc 
Thou  ioveil;   and  thy  fair  goodly  foul,  which  doth 
Give  this  flefh  power  to  taft  joy,  thou  doft  loath. 
Seek  true  Religion  !   O  where?   Mirreus 
Thinking  her  unhousM  here,    and  fled  from  us, 
Seeks  her  at  Rome  ;  there,  becaufe  he  doth  know 
That  fhe  was  there  a  then  [and  years  ago, 
He  loves  the  raggs  ib,  as  we  here  obey 
The  ftate-cloth  where,  the  prince  fat  yefterday. 
Grant  to  fuch  brave  loves  will  not  be  inthraird, 
Bu^  loves  her  only  who  at  Geneva  is  call'd 
Religion,  plain,  limple,  fulien,  young, 
Contemptuous,  yet  unhandibrne.  As  among 
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Thus,  with  the  wanton,  fome  perverfely  judge         6$ 
All  girls  unhealthy  but  the  country  drudge. 

No  foreign  fchemes  make  eafy  Caspio  roam, 
The  man  contented  takes  his  church  at  home ; 
Nay,  mould  fome  preachers,  fervile  bawds  of  gain, 
Should  lome  new  laws,  which  like  new  fafhions  reign, 
Command  his  faith  to  count  ialvation  ty'd  7 1 

To  vifit  his,  and  vifit  none  befide, 
He  grants  ialvation  centres  in  his  own, 
And  grants  it  centres  but  in  his  alone: 
From  youth  to  age  he  grafps  the  proffer'd  dame,      75 
And  they  confer  his  faith  who  give  his  name ; 
So  from  the  guardian's  hands  the  wards  who  live 
Enthiall'd  to  guardians  take  the  wives  they  give. 

From  all  profeilions  carelefs  Airy  flies, 
For  all  profeilions  can't  be  good,  he  cries;  80 

And  here  a  fault,  and  there  another  views, 
And  lives  unnVd  for  want  of  heart  to  chufe; 
So  men,  who  know  what  feme  loofe  girls  have  done, 
For  fear  of  marrying  iuch  will  marry  none. 
The  charms  of  all  obfequious  courtly  ftrike,  2$ 

On  each  he  dotes,  on  each  attends  alike ; 
And  thinks,  as  different  countries  deck  the  dame, 
The  drelfes  altering,  and  the  fex  the  fame : 

Lecherous  humours  there  is  one  that  judges 
No  wenches  wholfome  but  coarfe  country  drudges. 
Grajus  Hayes  ftill  at  home  here,  and  becaufe 
Some  preachers,   vile  ambitious  bawds,  and  laws 
Still  new,  like  famions,  bids  him  think  that  (he 
Which  dwels  with  us  is  only  perfecl:,  he 
Imbraceth  her  whom  his  godfathers  will 
Tender  to  him,  being  tender;  as  wards  ftill 
Take  luch  wives  as  their  guardians  offer,  or 
Pay  valews.     Carelefs  Phrygius  doth  abhorr 
All,  becaufe  all  cannot  be  good  ;    as  one 
Knowing  fome  women  whores,  dares  marry  none. 
Gracchus  loves  all  as  one,  and  thinks  that  io 
As  women  do  in  divers  countries  go 
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So  fares  Religion,  chang'd  in  outward  mow, 
But  'tis  Religion  ftili  where'er  we  go.  50 

This  blindnefs  fprings  from  an  excefs  of  light, 
And  men  embrace  the  wrong  to  chufe  the  right. 
But  thou  of  force  muff  one  Religion  own, 
And  only  one,  and  that  the  right  alone  j 
To  find  that  right  one  a(k  thy  rev'rend  fire,  95 

Let  him  of  his,  and  him  of  his  inquire: 
Tho'  Truth  and  Falfehood  feem  as  twins  ally'd, 
There's  elderlhip  on  Truth's  delightful  fide; 
Her  feek  with  heed — who  feeks  the  founded  firft 
Is  not  of  no  Religion,  nor  the  worit.  100 

T'  adore  or  (corn  an  image,  or  protefl, 
May  ail  be  had.     Doubt  wifely  for  the  bell: 
'Twere  wrong  to  lleep,  or  headlong  run  aftray  : 
It  is  not  wand'ring  to  inquire  the  way. 

On  a  large  mountain,  at  the  bails  wide,  105 

Steep  to  the  top,  and  craggy  at  the  fide, 
Sits  facred  Truth  enthroned,  and  he  who  means 
To  reach  the  lummit,  mounts  with  weary  pains, 
Winds  round  and  round,  and  every  turn  effays, 
Where  fuaden  breaks  refift  the  fhoiter  ways.  110 

Yet  labour  fo,  that  ere  taint  age  arrive, 
Thy  fearching  foul  poffefs  her  reft  alive. 

In  divers  habits,  yet  are  ilill  one  kind  ; 

So  doth,  fo  is  Religion  ;  and  this  blind- 

Nefs  too  much  light  breeds.     But  unmoved  thou 

Of  force  mull  one,  and  fore'd  but  one  allow, 

And  the  right  j  afk  thy  father  which  is  (be, 

Let  him  afk  his.     Though  Truth  and  Falfehood  be 

Near  twins,  yet  Truth  a  little  elder  is. 

Be  bufie  to  feek  her  5  believe  me  this, 

He's  not  of  none  nor  worll  that  feeks  the  belt} 

To  adore  or  fcorn  an  image,  or  proteft, 

May  all  be  bad.     Doubt  wifely  :  in  ftrange  way 

To  (land  inquiring  right  is  not  to  ftray  : 

To  lleep  or  run  wrong  is.     On  a  huge  hill, 

Cragged  and  iteep,  Truth  ftands,  and  he  that  will 

Reach  her,  about  muft  and  about  it  go; 

And  what  the  hill's  luddennefs  refills,  win  ib  j 
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To  work  by  twilight  were  to  work  too  late, 
And  age  is  twilight  to  the  night  or"  Fate. 
To  will  alone  is  but  to  mean  delay  ;  1 15 

To  work  at  prefent  is  the  ufe  of  day  : 
For  man's  employ  much  thought  and  deed  remain, 
High  thoughts  the  foul,  hard  deeds  the  body  ftrain, 
And  myft'ries  afk  believing,  which,  to  view, 
Like  the  fair  fun,  are  plain,  but  dazzling  too.        izo 

Be  Truth,  fa  found,  with  facred  heed  polTefr, 
Not  kings  have  power  to  tear  it  from  thy  breafr. 
By  no  blank  charters  harm  they  were  they  hate, 
Nor  are  they  vicars,  but  the  hands  of  Fate. 
Ah!  fool  and  wretch!  who  lett'ft  thy  foul  be  ty'd  115 
To  human  laws!   or  mult  it  lb  be  try'd? 
Or  will  it  boot  thee,  at  the  lateft  day, 
When  Judgment  fits,  and  Juftice  alks  thy  plea, 
That  Philip  that,  or  Greg'ry  taught  thee  this, 
Or  John  or  Martin  ?  All  may  teach  amifs  ;  1 30 

For  ev'ry  contrary  in  fuch  extreme 
This  holds  alike,  and  each  may  plead  the  fame. 

Would!!  thou  to  pow'r  a  proper  duty  mow  ? 
'Tis  thy  firft  talk  the  bounds  of  Power  to  know; 

Yet  ltrive  fo,  that  before  age,  death's  twilight, 

Thy  foul  relf. ;  for  none  can  work  in  that  night. 

To  will  imply  es  delay,  therefore  now  do. 

Hard  deeds  the  bodies  pains  ;   hard  knowledge  to 

The  mind's  indeavours  reach  ;  and  mylteiies 

Are  like  the  fun,  dazling,  yet  plain  to  all  eyes. 

Keep   the   truth  which  thou  halt  iound ;  men  do  not 

In  lb  ill  cafe  that  God  hath  with  his  hand  [(bud 

Sign'd  kings  blank  charters  to  kill  whom  they  hate, 

Nor  are  they  vicars,  but  hangmen  to  Fate. 

Fool  and  wretch  !   wilt  thou  let  thy  foul  be  tyed 

To  man's  laws,  by  which  Ihe  (hall  not  be  Dyed 

At  the  lalt  day  ?  or  will  it  then  boot  thee 

To  fay  a  Philip  or  a  Gregory, 

A  Harry  or  a  Marti;),  taught  me  this  ? 

Is  not  this  excufe  for  meei  contraries 

Equally  ftrong?  cannot  bd  .0;  [know, 

That  thou  maydl  mhtly   obey   Pvwerj  her  bounds 
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The  bounds  once  part,  it  holds  the  fame  no  more,  135 

Its  nature  alters,  which  it  own'd  before  j 

Nor  were  fubmiifion  humblenefs  expreft, 

But  all  a  low  idolatry  at  beft. 

Pow"r  from  above,  fubordinately  fpread, 

Streams  like  a  fountain  from  th*  eternal  head  ;       14.0 

There  calm  and  pure  the  living  waters  flow, 

But  roars  a  torrent  or  a  flood  below : 

Each  flow'r  ordain'd  the  margins  to  adorn, 

Each  native  beauty  from  its  roots  is  torn, 

And  left  on  deferts,  rocks,  and  lands,  are  toft,      14.5 

All  the  long  travel,  and  in  ocean  loft. 

So  fares  the  foul  which  more  that  power  reveres, 

Man  claims  from  God ,  than  what  in  God  inheres.   148 

Thole  paft,  her  nature  and  name  are  chang'd  $  to  be 

Then  humble  to  her  is  idolatry. 

As  ftreams  are  power  is :  thole  beft  flowers  that  dwell 

At  the  rough  ftream's  calm  head  thrive  and  do  well  j 

But  having  left  their  roots,  and  themfelves  given 

To  the  Itreairfs  tyrannous  rage,  alas  !  are  driven 

Through  mills,  recks,  and  woods,  and  at  laft,  almoft 

Confum'd  in  going,  in  the  iea  are  loft  : 

So  perifh  fouls  which  more  chufe  men's  unjuft 

Power,  from  God  claim'd,  then  God  himfelf  to  rruft. 


TO  THE  READER. 

rTTlHE  following  Poems  were  given  by  the  Author  to  the  late  Benjamin  Eve- 
rard,  Efq.  andfince  his  death  found  by  his  fan  among  feveral  other  valuable 
jnanufcripts,  who  gave  them  to  the  Editor.  The  receipt  annexed  in  Dean 
Swift's  own  hand-writing,  and  found  at  tie  fame  time,  Jhews  an  acknowledgment 
that  they  are  a Hually  genuine. 

Dec.  5,   1723. 
Then  received  from  Benjamin  Everard,  Efq.  the  above  writings  of  the  late 
Doilor  Parnell,  in  four  ftitched  volumes  of  manufcript,  which  Ipromife  to  rejiore 
to  him  on  demand.  JONATHAN  SWIFT. 

The  Editor  finis  himftlf  obliged,  in  gratitude  to  the  memory  of  tht  Author, 
thus  to  introduce  theft  Pnfihumous  Worksrf  lefl  ihey  might  be  doubted  really  his. 
Tie  former  Poems,  publijhed  in  his  life  time,  were  juftly  admired  by  all  judges  of 
foetry  and  literature,  and  highly  commended  by  the  late  Mr.  Pope,  in  his  Dedi- 
cation to  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  beginning  thus : 

Such  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  Poet  fting. 
Till  Death,  untimely,  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh  !  juft  beheld  and  loft  !  admir'd  and  mcurn'd ! 
With  (bfteli  manners,  ge:tleiT  arts,  adovn'ri! 
Bid's' d  in  each  fcien.ce!  blefs'd  in  ev'ry  ftrain  ! 
Per,r  to  :he  Mufe,  to  Harley  dear— in  vain!--- 

Abfent  or  dead,  rt  ill  lee  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  figh  the  abfent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear,) 
Recall  thole  nights  that  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days, 
Still  hear  thy  PARNELL  in  his  living  lays. 

Such  were  the  fmtimems  of  Mr.  Pope,  but,  alas!  he  is  no  more  to  fing  the 
praifes  of  his  Parnell!  Hozu  weak  the  pencil  of  praife  in  any  but  the  hands  of 
fuch  a  maf.er!  therefore  I  leave  to  my  readirs  low  far  thefe  Productions  come  up 
to,  if  not  excel,  any  of  his  former,  being  actuated,  or  rather  divinely  injpiredy 
inthe  following  fubjeBs,  fo  far  as  relates  to  the  Edy  Scriptures.  Having  then 
the  honour  to  ufher  this  Orphan  into  the  world,  my  heart  exults  in  Jure  and  per- 
manent hope  that  tie  Father  now  tunes  his  lyre  in  the  celeftialfpheres  in  harmony 
of  numbers. 

f  The  whole  of  the  following  Poems,  to  the  end  of  the  Volume,  fall  under  the 
denomination  of  The  Poji humous  Works  cf  Dr.  Thomas  Parnell,  late  Arch-iieactn 
of  Chgher,  containing  Poems  moral  and  divine,  end  on  various  other  fubjeiis  j 

which  were  couefted  together,   and   published  in  one  volume  octavo.- The 

Hymns  to  Morning,  Noon,  and  Evening,  made  alio  part  of  that  Pofthumous 
publication,  but  are  printed  in  the  preceding  part  of  this  volume,  under  the 
general  title  of  Hymns,  agreeable  to  the  arrangement  obferved  throughout  the 
whole  of  thefe  volumes  of  The  Poet1  of  Great  Britain,  by  which  cacti  particular 
fpecies  of  poetry  will  be  found  cialVed  under  its  proper  iitad.— —  The  poem  of 
the  Horfe  and  the  olive,  and  the  Verufi.ati  >;\  of  the  I  hiru  Sa-.ire  of  Dr.  Donne» 
by  our  Author,  are  to  be  tuund  bnly  iu  Ciiis  eduion  ot  Dr.  P.tr.ieil's  yoerasl 
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THE  GIFT  OF  POETRY. 
T^ROM  realms  of  never-interrupted  peace, 
■*■    From  thy  fair  ftation  near  the  throne  of  Grace, 
From  choirs  of  angels,  joys  in  endlefs  round, 
And  endlefs  Harmony's  enchanting  found, 
Charm'd  with  a  zeal  the  Maker's  praife  to  mow,        5 
Bright  Gift  of  Verfe  defcend,  and  here  below 
My  ravifli'd  heart  with  rais'd  affection  fill, 
And  warbling  o'er  the  foul  incline  my  will. 
Among  thy  pomp  let  rich  Expreflion  wait, 
Let  ranging  Numbers  form  thy  train  complete,         10 
While  at  thy  motions  over  all  the  fky 
Sweet  founds,  and  echoes  fweet,  refounding  fly; 
And  where  thy  feet  with  gliding  beauty  tread, 
Let  Fancy's  flow'ry  fpring  erect  its  head. 

It  comes,  it  comes  with  unaccuftom'd  light !        15 
The  tracts  of  airy  thought  grow  wondrous  bright  j 
Its  notions  ancient  Memory  reviews, 
And  young  Invention  new  defigns  purfues ; 
To  fome  attempt  my  will  and  wimes  prefs, 
And  pleafure,  rais'd  in  hope,  forbodes  fuccefs.         ao 
My  God  !  from  whom  proceed  the  gifts  divine, 
My  God !   I  think  I  feel  the  gift  is  thine. 
Be  this  no  vain  illulion  which  I  find, 
Nor  Nature's  impulfe  on  the  paffive  mind, 
But  Reafon's  act,  prcduc'd  by  good  delire,  15 

By  grace  enliven'd  with  celeftial  fire  ; 
While  bafe  conceits,  like  mifty  fons  of  Night, 
Before  fuch  beams  of  glory  take  their  flight, 
And  frail  affections,  born  of  earth,  decay, 
Like  weeds  that  wither  in  the  warmer  ray.  30 

I  thank  thee,  Father !  with  a  grateful  mind, 
Man's  undefcrving,  and  thy  mercy  kind  j 
I  now  perceive  I  long  to  fmg  thy  praiie, 
I  now  perceive  I  long  to  find  my  lays, 
The  fweet  incentives  of  another's  love,  35 

And  fure  fuch  longings  have  their  rife  above j 
My  refolution  Hands  confirm'd  within, 
My  lines  afpiring  eagerly  begin  ; 
I  2. 
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Begin,  my  Lines  !  to  fuch  a  fubject  dur, 
That  aids  our  labours  and  rewards  them  too;  49 

Begin,  while  Canaan  opens  to  mine  eyes, 
Where  fouls  and  fongs  divinely  form'd  arife. 

As  one  whom  o'er  the  fweetly-vary'd  meads 
Entire  recefs  and  lonely  pleafure  leads, 
To  verdur'd  banks,  to  paths  adorn'd  with  flowers,  45 
To  fhady  trees,  to  clofely-waving  bowers, 
To  bubbling  fountains,  and  afide  the  ftream 
That  foftly  gliding  fooths  a  waking  dream, 
Or  bears  the  thought  infpir'd.  with  heat  along, 
And  with  fair  images  improves  a  long  j  50 

Thro*  facred  anthems  fo  may  Fancy  range, 
So  ftill  from  beauty  ftill  to  beauty  change, 
To  feel  delights  in  all  the  radiant  way, 
And  with  fweet  numbers  what  it  feels  repay : 
For  this  I  call  that  ancient  Time  appear,  55 

And  bring  his  rolls  to  ferve  in  method  here  ; 
His  rolls,  which  a6ts,  that  endlefs  honour  claim, 
Have  rank'd  in  order  for  the  voice  of  Fame. 

My  call  is  favour'd.  Time,  from  firft  to  laft, 
Unwinds  his  years  ;  the  prefent  fees  the  paft  :  60 

I  view  their  circles  as  he  turns  them  o'er, 
And  fix  my  footfleps  where  he  went  before. 

The  page  unfolding  would  a  top  difdofe, 
Where  icunds  melodious  in  their  birth  arofe  j 
Where  firft  the  morning  ftars  together  fung,  65 

Where  firft  their  harps  the  fons  of  glory  ftrung 
With  fhoufs  of  joy,  while  hallelujahs  rife 
To  prove  the  chorus  of  eternal  Ikies  $ 
Rich  fparkling  ftrokes  the  letters  doubly  gild, 
And  all's  with  love  and  admiration  fill'd.  70 

THE  SOUL  IN  SORROW. 

WITH  kind  compafTion  hear  mv  cry, 
O  Jefu  !  Lord  of  life,  on  high  ! 
As  when  the  rummer's  feafons  beat 
With  fcorching  flame  and  parching  heat, 
The  trees  are  burnt,  the  flowers  fade,  5 

Audthirfty  gaps  in  earth  are  made, 
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My  thoughts  of  comfort  languifh  i~of 
And  fo  my  foul  is  broke  by  woe. 
Then  on  thy  fervanfs  drooping  head 
Thy  dews  of  blefling  fweetly  ihed  :  j© 

Let  thofe  a  quick  refrefhment  give, 
And  raife  my  mind,  and  bid  me  live. 
My  fears  of  danger  while  I  breathe, 
My  dread  of  endlefs  hell  beneath, 
My  fenfe  of  forrow  for  my  fin,  15 

To  fpringing  comfort  change  within ; 
Change  all  my  fad  complaints  for  eai'e, 
To  cheerful  notes  of  endlefs  praife, 
Nor  let  a  tear  mine  eyes  employ, 
But  fuch  as  owe  their  birth  to  joy  j  20 

Joy  tranfporting,  fwcet  and  ltrong, 
Fit  to  fill  and  raife  my  fong  j 
Joy  that  fhall  refounded  be 
Whiie  days  and  nights  fucceed  for  me. 
Be  not  as  a  Judge  fevere,  25 

For  fo  thy  preience  who  may  bear  ? 
On  ail  my  words  and  aclions  look, 
(I  know  they're  written  in  thy  book,) 
But  then  regard  my  mournful  cry, 
And  look  with  Mercy's  gracious  eye  :  3» 

What  needs  my  blood,  lince  thine  will  do, 
To  pay  the  debt  to  juftice  due  ? 
O  tender  Mercy's  art  divine  I 
Thy  forrow  proves  the  cure  of  mine : 
Thy  dropping  wounds,  thy  woful  lmart,  35 

Allay  the  bleedings  of  my  heart : 
Thy  death,  in  death's  extreme  of  pain, 
Reftores  my  foul  to  life  again. 
Guide  me,  then,  for  here  I  burn 
To  make  my  Saviour  fome  return.  40 

I'll  rife,  (if  that  will  pleafe  him  ftill, 
And  lure  I've  heard  him  own  it  will,) 
I'll  trace  his  fteps  and  bear  my  crofs, 
Deipifing  ev'ry  grief  and  lofs, 
Since  he,  defpifing  pain  and  fhame, 
Firft  took  up  his,  and  did  the  fame.  4.6 

I    3 
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THE  HAPPY  MAN, 
TTOW  blefs'd  the  man,  how  fully  fo, 
**■■*•  As  far  as  man  is  blefs'd  below, 
Who,  taking  up  his  crois,  eflays 
To  follow  Jefus  all  his  days, 

With  refolution  to  obey,  5 

And  fteps  enlarging  in  his  way  ! 
The  Father  of  the  faints  above 
Adopts  him  with  a  father's  love, 
And  makes  his  bofom  throughly  mine 
With  wondrous  ftores  of  grace  divine j  10 

Sweet  grace  divine,  the  pledge  of  joy, 
That  will  his  foul  above  employ; 
Full  joy,  that,  when  his  time  is  done, 
Becomes  his  portion  as  a  fen. 

Ah  me  !   the  fweet  infus'd  defires,  15 

The  fervid  wifhes,  holy  fires, 
Which  thus  a  melted  heart  refine, 
Such  are  his,  and  fuch  be  mine ! 
From  hence  defpifing  all  befides 

That  earth  reveals,  or  ocean  hides,  20 

All  that  men  in  either  prize, 
On  God  alone  he  fets  his  eyes : 
From  hence  his  hope  is  on  the  wings, 
His  health  renews,  his  fafety  fprings, 
His  glory  blazes  up  below,  35 

And  all  the  ftreams  of  comfort  flow. 
He  calls  his  Saviour  King  above, 
Lord  of  Mercy,  Lord  of  Love, 
And  finds  a  kingly  care  defend, 

And  Mercy  fmile,  and  Love  defcend,  30 

To  cheer,  to  guide  him  in  the  ways 
Of  this  vain  world's  deceitful  maze: 
And  tho'  the  wicked  earth  dilplay 
Its  terrors  in  their  fierce  array, 

Or  gape  fo  wide  that  horror  Ihows  35 

'Tis  hell  replete  with  endlefs  woes  ; 
Such  fuccour  keeps  him  clear  of  ill, 
Still  firm  to  good,  and  dauntlels  ftill. 
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So,  nVd  by  Providence's  hands, 
A  rock  amidft  an  ocean  ftands;  40 

So  bears,  without  a  trembling  dread, 
The  tempeft  beating  round  its  head, 
And  with  its  fide  repels  the  wave 
Whofe  hollow  ieems  a  coming  grave : 
The  Ikies,  the  deeps,  are  heard  to  roar,  45 

The  rock  ftands  fettled  as  before. 
T,  all  with  whom  he  has  to  do, 
Admire  the  life  which  bleffes  you, 
That  feeds  a  foe,  that  aids  a  friend, 
Without  a  bye-defigning  end  j  5a 

Its  knowing  real  intVeft  lies 
On  the  bright  fide  of  yonder  ikies, 
Where,  having  made  a  title  fair, 
It  mounts,  and  leaves  the  world  to  Care } 
While  he  that  feeks  for  pleafing  days  55 

In  earthly  joys  and  evil  ways, 
Is  but  the  fool  of  Toil  or  Fame, 
(Tho'  happy  be  the  fpacious  name,) 
And  made  by  wealth,  which  makes  him  great, 
A  more  confpicuous  wretch  of  ftate.  60 

THE  WAY  TO  HAPPINESS. 

TLTOW  long,  ye  miferable  blind  I 

A  "*"  Shall  idle  dreams  engage  your  mind  ? 

How  long  the  paflions  make  their  flight 

At  empty  fhidows  of  delight  ? 

No  more  in  paths  of  error  itray,  5 

The  Lord,  thy  Jelus,  is  the  way, 

The  fpring  of  happinefs  ;  and  where 

Should  men  leek  happinefs  but  there  ? 

Then  run  to  meet  him  at  your  need, 

Run  with  boldnefs,  run  with  fpeed,  10 

For  he  forfook  his  own  abode 

To  meet  thee  more  than  half  the  road. 

He  laid  afide  his  radiant  crown, 

And  love  for  mankind  brought  him  down 

To  thirft  and  hunger,  pam  and  woe,  15 

To  wounds,  to  death  itfclf,  below  j 
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And  he  that  fuffer'd  thefe  alone 
For  all  the  world,  defpifes  none. 
To  bid  the  fcul  that's  fick  be  clean, 
To  bring  the  loft  to  life  again,  20 

To  comfort  thofe  that  grieve  for  ill, 
Is  his  peculiar  goodnefs  (till. 
And  as  the  thoughts  of  parents  run 
Upon  a  dear  and  only  fon, 

So  kind  a  love  his  mercies  fhow,  a  5 

So  kind,  and  more  extremely  fo. 

Thrice  happy  Men  !  (or  find  a  phrafe 
That  fpeaks  your  blifs  with  greater  praife,) 
Who,  moft  obedient  to  thy  call, 
Leaving  pleafures,  leaving  all,  30 

With  heart,  with  foul,  with  ftrength,  incline, 
O  fweeteft  Jefu  !  to  be  thine. 
Who  know  thy  will,  obferve  thy  ways, 
And  in  thy  fervice  fpend  their  days. 
E'en  death,  that  ieems  to  fet  them  free, 
But  brings  them  clofer  ftillto  thee.  3$ 

THE  CONVERT'S  LOVE. 

T)  LESSED  Light  of  faints  on  high, 

•*-*  Who  fill  the  manfions  of  the  iky  j 

Sure  Defence,  whofe  mercy  ftill 

Preferves  thy  fubjects  here  from  ill  j 

O  my  Jefus !  make  me  know  5 

How  to  pay  the  thanks  I  owe. 

As  the  fond  iheep  that  idly  ftrays 
With  wanton  play  thro'  winding  ways, 
Which  never  hits  the  read  of  home, 
O'er  wilds  of  danger  learns  to  roam,  jo 

Till  wearied  out  with  idie  fear, 
And  palling  there  and  turning  here, 
He  will  for  reft  to  covert  run, 
And  meet  the  wolf  he  wiib/d  to  lhun ; 
Thus  wretched  I,  thro'  wanton  will,  J  5 

Run  blind  and  headlong  on  in  ill  : 
'Twas  thus  from  fin  to  fin  I  flew, 
And  thus  I  might  have  perilh'd  too, 
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But  Mercy  dropt  the  likenefs  here, 

And  fhew'd  and  fav'd  me  from  my  fear  j  20 

While  o'er  the  darknefs  of  my  mind 

The  facred  Spirit  purely  fhin'd, 

And  marlc'd  and  bright'ned  all  the  way 

Which  leads  to  everlafting  day, 

And  broke  the  thick'ning  clouds  of  fin,  25 

And  nVd  the  light  of  love  within. 

From  hence  my  raviuYd  foul  afpires, 
And  dates  the  rile  of  its  defires: 
From  hence  to  thee,  my  God !  I  turn, 
And  fervent  wifhes  fay  I  burn;  30 

I  burn  thy  glorious  face  to  fee, 
And  live  in  endlefs  joy  with  thee. 

There's  no  fuch  ardent  kind  of  flame 
Between  the  lover  and  the  dame  j 
Nor  fuch  affection  parents  bear  35 

To  their  young  and  only  heir  ; 
Tho'  join'd  together,  both  confpire, 
And  boatl  a  doubl'd  force  of  fire : 
My  tender  heart  within  its  feat 

DifTolves  before  the  fcorching  heat,  40 

As  foft'ning  wax  is  taught  to  run 
Before  the  warmnefs  of  the  fun. 

O  my  flame,  my  pleafing  pain, 
Burn  and  purify  my  ftain  ! 

Warm  me,  burn  me,  day  by  day,  45 

Till  you  purge  my  earth  away, 
Till  at  the  laft  I  throughly  fhine, 
And  turn  a  torch  of  love  divine!  48 

A  DESIRE  TO  PRAISE. 
pRCPITIOUS  Son  of  God  1  to  thee 
•*-     With  all  my  foul  I  bend  my  knee  j 
My  wiih  I  lend,  my  want  impart, 
And  dedicate  my  mind  and  heart ; 
For  as  an  abfent  parent's  fon,  5 

Whofe  lecond  year  is  oniy  run, 
When  no  protecting  friend  is  near, 
Void  of  wit,  and  void  of  fear, 
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With  things  that  hurt  him  fondly  plays, 

Or  here  he  falls,  or  there  he  ilrays  ;  10 

So,  mould  my  foul's  eternal  guide, 

The  facred  Spirit,  be  deny'd, 

Thy  fervant  foon  the  lofs  would  know, 

And  fink  in  fin,  or  run  to  woe. 

O  Spirit!  bountifully  kind,  15 

Warm,  poffefs,  and  fill  my  mind ; 
Difperfe  my  fins  with  light  divine, 
And  raife  the  flames  of  love  with  thine  : 
Before  thy  pleafures  rightly  priz'd, 
Let  wealth  and  honour  be  defpis'd,  20 

And  let  the  Father's  glory  be 
More  dear  itfelf  than  life  to  me. 
Sing  of  Jefus,  Virgins!  ling 
Him  your  everlafting  King  j 

Sing  of  Jefus,  cheerful  Youth  !  »5 

Him  the  God  of  love  and  truth : 
Write  and  raife  a  fong  divine, 

Or  come  and  hear,  and  borrow  mine. 

Son  eternal !  Word  fupreme  ! 

Who  made  the  univerlal  frame,  30 

Heav'n,  and  all  its  mining  mow, 

Earth,  and  all  it  holds  below, 

Bow  with  mercy,  bow  thine  ear, 

Whiie  we  fing  thy  prailes  here. 

Son  eternal !  ever  bleft,  35 

Refting  on  the  Father's  bread, 

Whofe  tender  love  for  all  provides, 

Whofe  power  over  all  prefides, 

Bow  with  pity,  bow  thine  ear, 

While  we  fing  thy  prailes  here.  4° 

Thou,  by  Pity's  foft  extreme 

Mov'd,  and  won,  and  fet  on  flame, 

AfTum'd  the  form  of  man,  and  fell 

In  pains  to  refcue  man  from  hell. 

How  bright  thine  humble  glories  rife,  4-5 

And  match  the  luftre  of  the  Ikies  S 

From  death  and  hell's  dejected  ftate 

Arifmg,  thou  refum'd  thy  feat, 
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And  golden  thrones  of  blifs  prepar'd 

Above,  to  be  thy  faints'  reward.  50 

How  bright  thy  glorious  honours  rife, 
And  with  new  lultre  grace  the  fides ! 
For  thee  the  fweet  feraphic  choir 
Raife  the  voice  and  tune  the  lyre, 
And  praifes  with  harmonious  founds  55 

Thro'  ail  the  higheft  heav'n  rebounds. 

O  make  our  notes  with  theirs  agree, 
And  blefs  the  fouls  that  ling  of  thee  ! 
To  thee  the  churches  here  rejoice, 
The  folemn  organs  aid  the  voice :  60 

To  facred  roofs  the  founds  we  raife, 
The  facred  roofs  refound  thy  praife  ; 
And,  while  our  notes  in  one  agree, 
O  blefs  the  church  that  fings  to  thee !  64. 

ON  HAPPINESS  IN  THIS  LIFE. 
HPHE  morning  opens  very  freflily  gay, 
-*-    And  life  itfelf  is  in  the  month  of  May. 
With  green  my  fancy  paints  an  arbour  o'er, 
And  flow'rets  with  a  thoufand  colours  more, 
Then  falls  to  weaving  that,  and  fpreading  thefe,         5 
And  foftly  (hakes  them  with  an  eafy  breeze  j 
With  golden  fruit  adorns  the  bending  fhade, 
Or  trails  a  lllver  water  o'er  its  bed. 
Glide,  gentle  Water  !  ftill  more  gently  by, 
While  in  this  fummer-bower  of  blifs  I  lie,  jo 

And  fweetly  fing  of  lenfe-delighting  flames, 
And  nymphs'  and  fhepherds'  loft-invented  names  5 
Or  view  the  branches  which  around  me  twine, 
And  praife  their  fruit,  diffufing  fprightly  wine; 
Or  find  new  pleafures  in  the  world  to  praife,  1 5 

And  ftill  with  this  return  adorn  my  lays ; 
"  Range  round  your  gardens  of  eternal  fpring; 
il  Go  range,  my  Senies  1  while  I  fweetly  lirg." 

In  vain,  in  vain,  alas !  feduc'd  by  ill, 
And  acted  wildly  by  the  force  of  will,  ao 

I  tell  my  foul  it  will  be  conftant  May, 
And  charm  a.  feafon  never  made  to  iby  ; 
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My  beauteous  arbour  will  not  ftand  a  dorm; 
The  world  but  promifes,  and  can't  perform  : 
Then  fade,  ye  Leaves!  and  wither,  all  ye  FlowVs !  z$ 
1*11  dote  no  longer  in  enchanted  bow'rs, 
But  fadly  mourn,  in  melancholy  fong, 
The  vain  conceits  that  held  my  foul  ib  long, 
The  lulls  that  tempt  us  with  delufive  fhow, 
And  fin,  brought  forth  for  everlafting  woe.  30 

Thus  mall  the  notes  to  forrow's  object  rife, 
While  frequent  refts  procure  a  place  for  fighs  5 
And  as  I  moan  upon  the  naked  plain, 
Be  this  the  burthen  clofing  ev'ry  ftrain  j 
"  Return,  my  Senfes  !  range  no  more  abroad  ; 
"  He'll  only  find  his  blifs  who  feeks  for  God.'*       36 

ECSTASY. 

rF,HE  fleeting  joys  which  all  affords  below 
•*■    Work  the  fond  heart  with  unperforming  mow, 
The  wifh  that  makes  our  happier  life  complete, 
Nor  grafps  the  wealth  nor  honours  of  the  great, 
Nor  loofely  fails  on  Pleafure's  eafy  ftream,  5 

Nor  gathers  wreaths  from  all  the  groves  of  Fame  j 
Weak  Man  !  who  charms  to  thefe  alone  confine, 
Attend  my  pray'r,  and  learn  to  make  it  thine. 

From  thy  rich  throne,  where  circling  trains  of  light 
Make  day  that's  endlefs  infinitely  bright,  10 

Thence,  heav'nly  Father!  thence  with  mercy  dart 
One  beam  of  brightnefs  to  my  longing  heart : 
Dawn  thro'  the  mind,  drive  Error's  clouds  away, 
And  ft  ill  the  rage  in  Paflion's  troubled  i'ea, 
That  the  poor  banifh'd  1'oul,  ferene,  and  free,  13 

May  rile  from  earth  to  vifit  heav'n  and  thee. 

Come,  Peace  divine !  ihed  gently  from  above  j 
Inipire  my  willing  boibm,  wondrous  Love ! 
Thy  purpled  pinions  to  my  moulders  tie, 
And  point  the  paflage  where  I  want  to  fly.  iv 

But  whither,  whither  now  !  what  pow'rful  fire 
With  this  bleis'd  influence  equals  my  defire  ? 
I  rife  (or  Love,  the  kind  deluder,  reigns 
And  afts  in  fancy  fuch  urcbaated  fceiies,) 
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Earth  lefs'ning  flies,  the  parting  ikies  retreat,         25 
The  fleecy  clouds  my  waving  teathers  beatj 
And  now  the  fun,  and  now  the  ftars,  are  gone, 
Yet  (till,  methinks,  the  ipirit  bears  me  on 
Where  tracts  of  ether  purer  blue  difplay, 
And  edge  the  golden  realm  of  native  day.  30 

Oh!  ifrange  enjoyment  of  a  blifs  unfeenl 
Oh!  ravifhment!   oh!   facred  rage  within  ! 
Tumultuous  pleafure,  rais'd  on  peace  of  mind, 
Sincere,  exceflive,  from  the  world  refin'd ! 
I  fee  the  light  that  veils  the  throne  on  high,  3$ 

A  light  unpierc'd  by  man's  impurer  eyej 
I  hear  the  words  that  iffuing  thence  proclaim, 
*(  Let  God's  attendants  praife  his  awful  name!" 
Then  heads  unnumber'd  bend  before  the  fhrine, 
Myfterious  feat  of  Majefty  divine  !  40 

And  hands  unnumber'd  ifrike  the  filver  firing, 
And  tongues  unnumber'd  hallelujah  fing. 
See  where  the  mining  feraphims  appear, 
And  link  their  decent  eyes  with  holy  fearj 
See  flights  of  angels  all  their  feathers  raife,  45 

And  range  the  orbs,  and  as  they  range  they  praife : 
Behold  the  great  Apoftles !  fweetly  met, 
And  high  on  pearls  of  azure  ether  fet : 
Behold  the  Prophets,  full  of  heav'nly  fire, 
With  wand'ring  finger  wake  the  trembling  lyre  ;     50 
And  hear  the  Martyrs  tune,  and  all  around 
The  Church  triumphant  makes  the  re /ion  found. 
With  harps  of  gold,  with  boughs  of  ever-green, 
With  robes  of  white,  the  pious  throngs  are  feeiij 
Exalted  anthems  all  their  hours  employ,  ,         55 

And  all  is  muiic  and  excels  of  joy. 

Charm'd  with  the  fight  I  long  to  bear  a  part, 
The  pleafure  flutters  at  my  raviih'd  heart. 
Sweet  faints  and  angels  of  the  heavenly  choir ! 
If  love  has  warm'd  you  with  celeiUal  fire,  60 

Aflift  my  words,  and,  as  they  move  along, 
With  hallelujahs  crown  the  burthen'd  long. 

Father  of  all  above  and  all  below, 
O  Great !  and  far  beyond  expreflion  (o,  64 

K. 
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No  bounds  thy  knowledge,  none  thy  power,  confine; 
For  pow'r  and  knowledge  in  their  fource  are  thine, 
Around  thee  Glory  fpreads  her  golden  wing  j 
Sing,  glitt'ring  Angels !  hallelujah  fing. 
Son  of  the  Father,  firft  begotten  Son  ! 
Ere  the  fhort  meafuring  line  of  time  begun,  70 

The  world  has  l'een  thy  works,  and  joy'd  to  fee 
The  bright  effulgence  manifeft  in  thee. 
The  world  muft  own  thee  Love's  unfathoirTd  fpring  j 
Sing,  glitt'ring  Angels  !  hallelujah  fing. 
Proceeding  Spirit !  equally  divine,  75 

In  whom  the  Godhead's  full  perfection  mine, 
"With  various  graces,  comforts  unexpreft, 
With  holy  tranfports  you  refine  the  breaft, 
And  earth  is  heavenly  where  your  gifts  you  bring  j 
Sing,  glitt'ring  Angels  !  hallelujah  fing.  £e 

But  where' s  my  rapture,  where  my  wondrous  heat, 
What  interruption  makes  my  blils  retreat  ? 
This  world's  got  in,  the  thoughts  of  t'other's  croft, 
And  the  gay  picture's  in  my  fancy  loft. 
With  what  an  eager  zeal  the  confeious  foul  85 

Would  claim  its  ieat,  and  foaring  pafs  the  pole ! 
But  our  attempts  thefe  chains  of  earth  refhain, 
Deride  our  toil,  and  drag  us  down  again. 
So  from  the  ground  afpiring  meteors  go, 
And,  rank'd  with  planets,  light  the  world  below  j    90 
But  their  own  bodies  link  them  in  the  iky, 
When  the  warmth's  gone  that  taught  them  how  to  fly. 

ON  DIVINE  LOVE, 

BY     MEDITATING    ON     THE     WOUNDS      OF     CHRIST. 

TTOLY  Jefus  !  God  of  Love  ! 

■*■  •*•  Look  with  pity  from  above, 

Shed  the  precious  purple  tide 

From  thine  hands,  thy  feet,  thy  fide  j 

Let  thy  ftreams  of  comfort  roll,  5 

Let  them  pleale  and  fill  my  foul: 

Let  me  thus  for  ever  be 

Full  of  gladnef*,  full  of  thee  ; 


MISCELLANIES.  Ill 

This  for  which  my  wifhts  pine 

Is  the  cup  of  love  divine.  10 

Sweet  affections  flow  from  hence, 
Sweet  above  the  joys  of  ienie  j 
BleflTed  philtre  !  how  we  find 
Its  lacied  worfhips  !  how  the  mind, 
Of  all  the  world  forgetful  grown,  15 

Can  defpife  an  earthly  throne, 
Raife  its  thoughts  to  realms  above, 
Think  of  God,  and  fing  of  love  I 

Love  celettial !  wondrous  heatl 
O  beyond  expreflion  great  1  so 

What  refiftleis  charms  were  thine 
In  thy  good  thy  bell  delign  ! 
When  God  was  hated,  Sin  obey'd, 
And  man  undone  without  thy  aid. 
From  die  feats  of  endlefs  peace  25 

They  brought  the  Son,  the  Lord  of  grace, 
They  taught  him  to  receive  a  birth, 
To  clothe  in  flefh,  to  live  on  earth, 
And  after  lifted  him  on  high, 
And  taught  him  on  the  crois  to  die.  30 

Love  celeftial !  ardent  fire ! 

0  extreme  of  fweet  defire ! 
Spread  thy  brightly  raging  flame 
Thro'  and  over  all  my  frame  ; 

Let  it  warm  me,  let  it  burn,  35 

Let  my  corpfe  to  allies  turn  ; 

And  might  thy  flame  thus  a&  with  me, 

To  let  the  foul  from  body  free, 

1  next  would  ufe  thy  wings,  and  fly 

To  meet  my  Jel'us  in  the  iky.  40- 

THE  VISION  OF  PIETY. 

5HPWAS  when  the  night  in  filent  fable  fled, 

•*•    When  cheerful  morning  fprung  with  riling  red, 
When  dreams  and  vapours  leave  to  crowd  the  brain, 
And  beft  the  Vilion  draws  its  heav  nly  fcene  ; 
'Twas  then,  as  ilumbVing  on  my  couch  I  lay,  5 

A  fudden  fplendour  ieenf  d  to  kindle  day  j 
K  % 
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A  breeze  came  breathing  in  a  fweet  perfume, 
Blown  from  eternal  gardens,  fili'd  the  room, 
And  in  a  void  of  blue,  that  clouds  inveft, 
Appear'd  a  daughter  of  th'  realms  of  Reft  :  u> 

Her  head  a  ring  of  golden  glory  wore, 
Her  honour'd  hand  the  facred  Volume  bore; 
Her  raiment  gliit'ning  feem'd  a  filyer  white, 
And  all  her  fweet  companions  ions  of  Light. 

Straight  as  I  gaz'd  my  fear  and  wonder  grew,      15 
Fear  barr'd  my  voice,  and  wonder  fix'd  my  view  j 
When,  lo,  the  cherub  of  the  mining  crowd, 
That  fail'd  as  guardian  in  her  azure  cloud, 
Fann'd  the  foft  air,  and  downward  feem'd  to  glide, 
And  to  my  lips  a  living  coal  apply'd  ;  ao 

Then,  while  the  warmth  o'er  all  my  pulfes  ran, 
Diffufing  comfort,  thus  the  maid  began  : 

"  Where  glorious  manfions  are  prepar'd  above, 
*'  The  feats  of  Mull.c  and  the  feats  of  Love, 
"  Thence  I  defcend,  and  Piety  my  name,  25 

"  To  warm  thy  boibm  with  celeftial  flame, 
'*  To  teach  thee  praiies  mix'd  with  humble  pray'rs, 
"  And  tune  thy  foul  to  fing  feraphic  airs. 
**  Be  thou  my  bard."     A  vial  here  fhe  caught, 
(An  angel's  hand  the  cryftal  vial  brought,)  30 

Aiid,  as  with  awful  found  the  word  was  faid, 
She  pour'd  a  facred  unction  on  my  head; 
Then  thus  proceeded;  "  Be  thy  Mute  thy  zeal; 
"  Dare  to  be  goud,  and  all  my  joys  reveal ; 
"  While  other  pencils  flatt'ring  forms  create,  35 

<{  And  paint  the  gawdy  plumes  that  deck  the  great ; 
".  While  other  pens  exalt  the  vain  delight, 
"  Whole  wafteful  revel  wakes  the  depth  of  night : 
"  Or  others  foftly  fmg  in  idle  lines, 
•*  How  Damon  courts,  or  Amaryllis  mines,  40 

"  More  wifely  thou  feleft  a  theme  divine, 
"  'Tis  Fame's  their  recompenfe,   'tis  heav'n  is  thine. 

*f  Defpife  the  raptures  of  difcorded  fire, 
*f  Where  wine,  or  paffkn,  or  applaufe,  infpire  ; 
"  Low  reiflefs  life,  and  ravings  born  of  earth,         45 
**  Whofe  meaner  fubjecls  fpeak.  their  humble  birth  j 
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**  Like  working  feas,  that,  when  loud  winters  blow, 
«*  Not  made  for  rifing,  only  rage  below  : 
"  Mine  is  a  warm  and  yet  a  lambent  heat, 
"  More  lading  ftill  as  more  intenfely  great ;  50 

"  Produc'd  where  pray'r  &  praiie  &  plcalure  breathe, 
«*  And  ever  mounting  whence  it  (hot  beneath. 
"  Unpaint  the  love  that,  hov'ring  over  beds, 
M  From  glittering  pinions  guilty  plea  lure  fhedsj 
(f  Rtftore  the  colour  to  the  golden  mines,  55 

«c  With  which  behind  the  featherM  idol  mines  : 
*i  To  flow'ring  greens  reftore  their  native  care, 
"  The  role  and  lily,  never  his  to  wear; 
"  To  fweet  Arabia  lend  the  balmy  breath, 
*<  Strip  the  fair  flefh,  and  call  the  phantom  Death  :  60 
•«  His  bow  be  fabled  o'er,  his  fliafts  the  fame, 
<c  And  fork  and  point  them  with  eternal  flame. 

"  But  urge  thy  powYs,  thy  utmolt  voice  advance, 
"  Make  the  loud  firings  againlt  thy  finger  dance  j 
*<  'Tis  love  that  angels  praiie,  and  men  adore,         6$ 
M  'Tis  love  divine  that  alks  it  all,  and  more  . 
"  Fling  back  the  gates  of  ever-blazing  day, 
M  Pour  floods  of  liquid  light  to  gild  the  way, 
41  And  all  in  glory  wrapt,  thro1  paths  untrod 
i(  Purfue  the  great  unfeen  defcent  of  God  ;  70 

««  Hail  the  meek  Virgin,  bid  the  Child  appear, 
"  The  Child  is  God  !  and  call  him  Jefus  here. 
tl  He  comes  !  but  where  to  reft  ?   A  manger's  nigh  j 
<<  Make  the  great  Being  in  a  manger  lie. 
"  Fill  the  wide  Ikies  with  angels  on  the  wing,  75 

t(  Make  thouiands  gaze,  and  make  ten  thouiand  fing. 
M  Let  men  afflict  him  ;  men  he  came  to  lave, 
"  And  ftill  afflict  him  till  he  reach  the  grave. 
"  Make  him  reiign'd  his  loads  of  forrow  meet, 
<*  And  me,  like  Mary,  weep  beneath  his  feet ;  80 

"  I'll  bathe  my  trefles  there,  my  pray'rs  rthearfe, 
"  And  glide  in  flames  of  love  along  my  verfe. 

"  Ah  !  while  I  ipeak  I  leel  my  bofom  fweil, 
"  My  raptures  fmother  what  I  long  to  tell ! 
*«  'Tis  God  !  a  prefent  God!    thro'  cueaving  air,     85 
*<  I  fee  the  throne,  and  lee  the  Jems  there 
K  3 
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«  PlacM  on  the  right ;  he  mews  the  wounds  he  bore,  - 
«'  (My  fervours  oft'  have  won  him  thus  before,) 
if  How  pleasM  he  looks!   my  words  have  iieach'd  his 
«'He  bids  the  gates  unbar,  and  calls  me  near."  [ear, 

She  ceas'd  ;  the  cloud  on  which  me  feem'd  to  tread 
Its  curls  unfolded,  and  around  her  fpread  ;  92 

Bright  angels  waft  their  wings  to  raife  the  cloud, 
And  fweep  their  iv'ry  lutes,  and  ring  aloud. 
The  fcene  moves  off,  while  all  its  ambient  Iky         95 
Is  turrfd  to  wondrous  mufic  as  they  fly, 
And  foft  the  fwelling  lounds  of  mufic  grow, 
And  faint  their  ibftnefs,  till  they  fail  below. 

My  downy  deep  the  warmth  of  Phoebus  broke, 
And  while  my  thoughts  were  fettling,  thus  I  fpoke  j 
*c  Thou  beauteous  Virion!  on  the  foul  impreft,      ici 
H  When  raoft  my  reafon  would  appear  to  reft, 
**  'Twas  fine  with  pencils  dipt  in  various  lights, 
"  Some  cui  icus  angel  limn'd  thy  facred  fights, 
*'  From  blazing  funs  his  radiant  gold  he  drew,       105 
tl  While  moons  the  diver  gave,  and  air  the  blue. 
"  I'll  mount  the  roving  wind's  expanded  wing, 
<f  And  feek  the  facred  hill,  and  light  to  fing; 
«*  ('Tis  known  in  Jewry  well :)  I'll  make  my  lays, 
<4  Obedient  to  thy  fummons,  found  with  praife.     no 

'«  But  ftill  I  fear,  unwarm'd  with  holy  flame, 
"  I  take  for  truth  the  flatt'ries  of  a  dream  j 
"  And  barely  wifh  the  wondrous  gift  I  boaft, 
**  And  faintly  praftife  what  deferves  it  mod. 
"  Indulgent  Lord  !   whofe  gracious  love  difplays    115 
fi  Joys  in  the  light,  and  fills  the  dark  with  eafe, 
"  Be  this,  to  blefs  my  days,  no  dream  of  bliis, 
"  Or  be3  to  blefs  the  nights,  my  dreams  like  this  !"  118 
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HTO  grace.thofe  lines  which  next  appear  to  fight, 
-*-    The  pencil  fhone  with  more  abated  light  j 
Yet  ftill  the  pencil  fhone,  the  lines  were  fair, 
And  awful  Moles  (lands  recorded  there  : 
Let  his,  replete  with  flames  and  praife  divine,  5 

Let  his  the  firft  remembered  Jong  be  mine; 
Then  rife,  my  Thought !   and  in  thy  prophet  find 
What  joy  mould  warm  thee  for  the  work  defign'd  j 
To  that  great  act,  which  rais'd  his  heart,  repair, 
And  find  a  portion  of  his  fpirit  there.  iO 

A  nation  helplefs  and  unaim'd  I  view, 
Whom  ftrong  revengeful  troops  of  war  pnrfue, 
Seas  ftop  their  flight,  their  camp  miift  prove  their  grave  j 
Ah !  what  can  fave  them  ?  God  alone  can  fave. 
God's  wondrous  voice  proclaims  his  high  command, 
He  bids  their  leader  wave  the  facred  wand  j  16 

And  where  the  billows  flow'd  they  flow  no  more, 
A  road  lies  naked,  and  they  march  it  o'er. 
Safe  may  the  fons  of  Jacob  travel  through  ! 
But  why  will  hard'ned  Egypt  venture  too  ?  ao 

Vain  in  thy  rage,  to  think,  thofe  waters  flee, 
And  rile  like  walls  on  either  hand,  for  thee. 
The  night  comes  on,  the  feafon  for  furprife, 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael !  God  direct s  thine  eyes  : 
A  fiery  cloud  I  fee  thine  angel  ride,  25 

His  chariot  is  thy  light,  and  he  thy  guide. 
The  day  comes  on,  and  half  thy  fuccours  fail, 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael!  God  will  ftill  prevail. 
I  fee  thine  angel  from  before  thee  go, 
To  make  the  wheels  of  vent'rous  Egypt  flow,  30 

His  rolling  cloud  inwraps  its  beams  of  light, 
And  what  fupply'd  thy  day  prolongs  their  night. 
At  length  the  dangers  of  the  deep  are  run, 
The  further  brink  is  pad,  the  bank  is  won  j 
The  leader  turns  to  view  the  foes  behind,  3  5 

Then  waves  his  folemn  wand  within  the  wind. 


tl6  parnell's  poems. 

Oh,  Nation  freed  by  wonders!  ceaie  thy  fear, 
And  (land  and  fee  the  Lord's  ialvatlon  here. 

Ye  Tempers !  now  from  ev'ry  corner  fly, 
And  wildly  rage  in  all  my  fancy'd  Iky.  40 

Roll  on,  ye  Waters  !  as  they  roll'd  before  j 
"Ye  billows  of  my  fancy'd  ocean  !  roar; 
Daflihigh,  ride  foaming,  mingle  all  the  main  j 
'Tis  done — and  Pharaoh  can't  afflict  again. 
The  work,  the  wondrous  work,  of  freedom's  done, 
The  winds  abate,  the  clouds  reftore  the  fun,  4.S 

The  wreck  appears,  the  threat'ning  army,  drown'd, 
Floats  o'er  the  waves  to  ftrew  the  fandy  ground. 
Then  place  thy  Mofes  near  the  calming  flood, 
Majeftically  mild,  ferenely  good  j  jQ 

Let  meeknefs,  lovely  virtue,  gently  dream, 
Around  his  vifage  like  a  lambent  flame  j 
Let  grateful  fentiments,  let  fenfe  of  love, 
Let  holy  zeal  within  his  bofom  movej 
And  while  his  people  gaze  the  wat'ry  plain,  55 

And  fear's  lalt  touches  like  to  doubts  remain, 
While  bright  Aflonilhment,  that  feems  to  raife 
A  queftioning  belief,  is  fond  to  praiie, 
Be  thus  the  rapture  in  the  prophet's  breafl, 
Be  thus  the  thanks  for  freedom  gain'd  expreft.  60 

"  I'll  ling  to  God,  I'll  ling  the  fongs  of  praife 
"  To  God,  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways  ; 
"  To  God,  whofe  glories  in  the  feas  excel, 
u  Where  the  proud  horfe  and  prouder  rider  fell. 

"  The  Lord,  in  mercy  kind,  in  jultice  ftrong,       65 
"  Is  now  my  ftrength,  this  ftrength  be  now  my  long  j 
*'  This  fine  falvation  fuch  he  proves  to  me, 
"  From  danger  relcu'd,  and  from  bondage  free. 
"  The  Lord's  my  God,  and  I'll  prepare  his  feat, 
"  My  fathers'  God,  and  I'll  proclaim  him  great  5    70 
*'  Him  Lord  of  battles,  him  renown'd  in  name, 
"  Him  ever  faithful,  evermore  the  lame; 
"  His  gracious  aids  avenge  his  peoples'  thrall, 
"  They  make  the  pride  of  boafting  Pharaoh  fall  j 
tc  Within  the  leas  his  (lately  chariots  lie,  75 

**  Within  the  feas  his  choi'en  captain*  die : 
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*'  The  rolling  deeps  have  cover'd  o'er  the  foe, 
"  They  funk  like  (tones,  they  fwiftly  funk  below. 
"  Thine  hand,  my  God  !  thine  hand  confefs'd  thy  care, 
"  Thine  hand  was  glorious  in  thy  power  there,         80 
<{  It  broke  their  troops,  unequal  for  the  fight, 
«'  In  all  the  greatnefs  of  excelling  might : 
«  Thy  wrath  fent  forward  o'er  the  raging  ftream, 
«  Swift,  fure,  and  fudden,  their  de(tru6tion  came  : 
(t  They  fell  as  ftubble  burns,  while  driving  ikies     $$ 
S(  Provoke  and  whirl  a  flame,  and  ruin  flies. 

"  When  blafts,  difpatch'd  with  wonderful  intent, 
«  On  fov'reign  orders  from  thy  noftrils  went, 
<«  For  our  accounts  the  waters  were  afraid, 
<<  Perceiv'd  thy  prefence,  and  together  fled  j  90 

«  In  heaps  uprightly  plac'd  they  learn  to  ftand, 
"  Like  banks  of  cryftal  by  the  paths  of  fand  }     [pride, 
<«  Then  fondly  fluin'd  with  hope,    and  fwell'd  with 
<{  And  fill'd  with  rage,  the  foe  profanely  cry'd, 
<  Secure  of  conqueft,  I'll  purfue  their  way  5  95 

*  I'll  overtake  them;   I'll  divide  the  prey  j 
«  My  luft  I'll  fatisfy,  mine  anger  cloy  ; 
'  My  fword  1*11  brandifli,  and  their  name  deftroy.' 
«'  How  wildly  threats  their  anger  !  Hark  !  above 
U  New  blafts  of  wind  on  new  commiflion  move,      100 
"  To  loofe  the  fetters  that  confin'd  the  main, 
<c  And  make  its  mighty  waters  rage  again  ; 
«  Then  overwhelm'd  with  their  reliftlefs  fway, 
(i  They  funk  like  lead,  they  funk  beneath  the  fea. 

«'  Oh,  who  like  thee,  thou  dreaded  Lord  of  Hoft  ! 
ct  Among  the  gods  whom  all  the  nations  boaft,        ic6 
"  Such  a£ts  of  wonder  and  of  ftrength  difplays  ? 
"  Oh  great  1  oh  glorious,  in  thine  holy  ways ! 
*'  Dtferving  praife,  and  that  thy  praife  appear 
il  In  figns  of  reverence  and  fenfe  of  fear.  no 

"  With  juftice  arm'd  thou  ftretchedft  out  thine  hand, 
*'  And  earth  between  its  gaping  jaws  of  land 
M  Receiv'd  its  waters  of  the  parted  main, 
"  And  fwallow'd  up  the  dark  Egyptian  train. 
"  With  mercy  rifing  on  the  weaker  licle,  115 

<(  Thyielf  became  the  refcu'd  peoples'  guide, 
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««  And  in  thy  ftrength  they  paft  th*  amazing  road, 
w  To  reach  thine  holy  mount,  thy  blefs'd  abode. 

*«  What  thou  haft  done  the  neighboring  realms  fhall 
**  And  feel  the  ftrange  report  excite  their  fear  ;     [hear, 
«  What  thou  haft  done  fhall  Edom's  Duke  amaze,  121 
*'  And  make  defpairon  Paleftina  feize; 
"  Shall  make  the  warlike  fons  of  Moab  fhake, 
*'  And  all  the  melting  hearts  of  Canaan  weak: 
lt  In  heavy  damps,  difFus'd  on  ev'ry  breaft,  125 

«'  Shall  cold  diftruft  and  hopelefs  terror  reft. 
*f  The  matchlefs  greatnefs  which  thine  hand  has  mown 
«  Shall  keep  their  kingdoms  as  unmov'd  as  flone, 
■«  While  Jordan  ffops  above,  and  fails  below, 
"  And  all  thy  flock  acrofs  the  channel  go.  j  30 

"  Thus  on  thy  mercy's  filver-fhining  wmg, 
"  Thro'  feas  and  ftreams  thou  wilt  the  nation  bring, 
M  And  as  the  rooted  trees  fecurely  ftand, 
*'  So  firmly  plant  it  in  the  promis'd  land, 
"  Where  for  thyfelf  thou  wilt  a  place  prepare,       1  35 
"  And  after-ages  will  thine  altar  rear  j 
<f  There  reign  victorious  in  thy  facred  feat, 
«*  Oh,  Lord !  for  ever  and  for  ever  great. 

(i  Look,  where  the  tyrant  was  but  lately  feen, 
M  The  feas  gave  backward,  and  he  ventur'd  in  :      140 
M  In  yonder  gulf  with  haughty  pomp  he  fhow'd, 
"  Here  march'd  his  horfemen,  there  his  chariots  rode, 
"  And  when  our  God  reftor'd  the  floods  again, 
«'  Ah,  vainly  ftrong  !  they  perifh'd  in  the  main  3 
"  But  Ifrael  went  a  dry  furprifing  way,  14.5 

i(  Made  fafe  by  miracles  amidft  the  fea." 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  tho'  not  the  prophet's  joy, 
Which  others'  hands  and  other:*'  tongues  employ  } 
For  rt ill  the  lays,  with  warmth  divine  exprelt, 
Icflam'd  his  hearers  to  their  inmoft  breaft.  15O 

Then  Miriam's  notes  the  chorus  fweetly  raife, 
And  Miriam's  timbrel  gives  new  life  to  praife: 
The  moving  founds,  like  loft  delicious  wind 
That  breath 'd  from  Paradife,  a  palTage  find, 
Shed  fympathies  for  odours  as  they  rove,  I  j$ 

And  fan  the  rifjngs  of  enkindled  love. 
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O'er  all  the  crowd  the  thought  infpiring  flew, 
The  women  follow'd  with  their  timbrels  too, 
And  thus  from  Moles,  where  his  fti  ains  arole, 
They  catch'd  a  rapture  to  perform  the  clofe.  160 

"  We'll  ling  to  God,  we'll  fing  the  fongs  of  praife, 
41  To  God  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways; 
M  To  God,  whole  glories  in  the  leas  excel, 
"  Where  the  proud  horfe — and  prouder  rider  fell." 

Thus  Ifrael,  raptur'd  with  the  pleafing  thought  165 
Of  freedom  wihYd  and  wonderfully  got, 
Made  cheerful  thanks  from  ev'ry  bank  refound, 
ExprelVd  by  longs,  improv'd  in  joy  by  lound. 
Oh,  lacred  MoiVs!   each  infufmg  line 
That  mov'd  their  gratitude  was  part  of  thine  j  1 70 

And  Hill  the  Chrittians  in  thy  numbers  view 
The  type  of  baptilm  and  of  heav'n  too  : 
So  fouls  from  watei  rile  to  grace  below, 
So  faints  from  toil  to  praife  and  glory  go. 
.  Oh,  grateful  Miriam  !   in  thy  temper  wrought,   175 
Too  warm  for  filence  or  inventing  thought  $ 
Thy  part  of  anthem  was  to  warble  o'er 
In  l'weet  refponfe  what  Moles  lung  before: 
Thou  led  the  public  voice  to  join  his  lays, 
And  words  redoubling  well  redoubled  praife:  i8» 

Receive  thy  title,  Prophetefs  was  thine, 
When  here  thy  praclice  Ihew'd  the  form  divine. 
The  lpirit  thus  approv'd,  refign'd  in  will, 
The  Church  bows  down,  and  hears  refpcnfes  ftill. 

Nor  (lightly  luffer  tuneful  Jubal's  name  1 85 

To  mifs  his  place  among  the  funs  of  Fame, 
Whofe  fweet  infuiions  could  of  old  infpire 
The  breathing  organs  and  the  trembling  lyre: 
Father  of  thele  on  earth,  whofe  gentle  foul 
By  fuch  engagements  could  the  mind  controul,       190 
If  holy  verles  aught  to  mulic  owe, 
Be  that  thy  large  account  of  thanks  below : 
Whillt  then  the  timbrels  lively  pleafure  gave, 
And  now  whilil  organs  found  fedately  giave. 

My  firft  attempt  the  finifnM  courlc  commands  j    195 
Now,  Fancy!  Mug  not  as  that  iuhject  cuds, 
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But,  chai'm'd  with  beauties  which  attend  thy  way, 

Afcend,  harmonious,  in  the  next  eflay. 

So  flies  the  lark,  and  learn  from  her  to  fly, 

She  mounts,  (he  warbles,  on  the  wind  on  high  j      200 

She  falls  from  thence,  and  feems  to  drop  her  wing, 

But,  ere  me  lights  to  re(t,  remounts  to  fing. 

It  is  not  far  the  days  have  roll'd  their  years 
Before  the  iecond  brighfned  work  appears  j 
It  is  not  far,  alas  !  the  faulty  caufe  205 

Which  from  the  prophet  fad  reflection  draws  j 
Alas  !  that  bleflings  in  pofieffion  cloy, 
And  peevim  murmurs  are  preferr'd  to  joy  j 
That  favour'd  Ifrael  could  be  faithlefs  ftill, 
Or  queltion  God's  protecting  pow'r  or  willj  210 

Or  dread  devoted  Canaan's  warlike  men, 
And  long  for  Egypt  and  their  bonds  again. 
Scarce  thrice  the  fun,  fince  hard'ned  Pharaoh  dy'd, 
As  bridegrooms  iffue  forth  with  glitt'ring  pride, 
Rejoicing  role,  and  let  the  nation  fee  215 

Three  mining  days  of  eafy  liberty, 
Ere  the  mean  fears  of  want  produc'd  within 
Vain  thought,  repleniuVd  with  rebellious  fin. 

Oh,  look  not,  Ifrael !  to  thy  former  way, 
God  cannot  fail,  and  either  wait  or  pray.  2ZQ 

Within  the  borders  of  thy  promis'd  lands 
Lot's  haplefs  wife  a  ftrange  example  ftands ; 
She  turn'd  her  eyes,  and  felt  her  change  begin, 
And  wrath  as  fierce  may  meet  refembling  fin  : 
Then  forward  move  thy  camp,  and  forward  ftill,    225 
And  let  fweet  Mercy  bend  thy  ftubborn  will. 

At  thy  complaint  a  branch  in  Marah  caft, 
With  fweet'ning  virtue  mends  the  water's  tafte  j 
At  thy  complaint  the  laboring  tempeft  fails, 
And  drives  afore  a  wondrous  mower  of  quails  }      23O' 
In  tender  grafs  the  falling  manna  lies, 
And  heav'n  itfelf  the  want  of  bread  fupplies  : 
The  rock  divided  flows  upon  the  plain 
At  thy  complaint,  and  ftill  thou  wilt  complain. 
As  thus  employ'd  thou  went  the  defer t  through,       235 
Lo  1  Sinai  Mount  uprear'd  its  head  to  view  j 


MOSES.  Itl 

Thine  eyes  perceiv'd  the  darkly-rolling  cloud, 

Thine  ears  the  trumpet  mrill,  the  thunder  loud  ; 

The  forky  lightning  fhot  in  livid  gleam; 

The  fmoke  aroie  ;  the  mountain,  all  a-rlame,         140 

Quak'd  to  the  depths,  and  work'd  with  iigns  of  awe, 

While  God  descended  to  difpenfe  the  la^j 

Yet  neither  mercy,  manifeft  in  might, 

Nor  pow'r  in  tenors,  couid  prelerve  thee  right. 

Provok'd  with  crimes  of  fuch  an  heinous  kind,  245 
Almighty  Juftice  lware  the  doom  defign'd, 
That  they  mould  never  reach  the  promis'd  feat, 
And  Moles  greatly  mourns  their  haften'd  fate. 

I'll  think  him  now  retir'd  to  public  care, 
While  night  in  pitchy  plumes  Hides  foft  in  air ;      250 
I'll  think  him  giving  what  the  guilty  ileep, 
To  thoughts  where  Sorrow  glidts  and  Numbers  weep; 
Sad  thoughts  of  woes>  that  reign  where  fuch  prevail, 
And  man's  Ihort  life,  tho'  not  fo  fhort  as  frail. 
WTithin  this  circle  for  his  inward  eyes,  255 

He  bids  the  fading  low  creation  rife, 
And  ftraigbt  the  train  of  mimic  fenfes  brings 
The  ciufky  fhapes  of  tranfitory  things  ; 
Thro'  penlive  ihades  the  vifions  feem  to  range, 
They  ieem  to  fiouriih,  and  they  l'eem  to  change;    260 
A  moon  decreafmg  runs  the  liient  iky, 
And  iickly  birds  on  moulting  feathers  fly  ; 
Men  walking  count  their  days  of  blcfling  o'er, 
The  bleflings  vanifli,  and  the  tale's  no  morej 
Still  hcurs  or"  nightly  watches  fteal  away,  265 

Big  waters  roll,  green  blades  of  grafs  decay  ; 
Then  all  the  penfive  (hades,  by  julf.  degrees, 
Grow  faint  in  profpeel,  and  go  off  with  thefe  ; 
But  while  th'  affecting  notions  pafs  along, 
He  chufes  fuch  as  beft  adorn  his  fong,  270 

And  thus  with  God  the  riling  lays  began, 
God  ever  reigning,  God  compar'd  with  man; 
And  thus  they  move  to  man  beneath  his  rod, 
Man  deeply  finning,  man  chaftis'd  by  God. 

"  Oh,  Lord  !  oh,  Saviour !  .tho'  thy  chofen  band  275 
M  Have  itay'd  like  ftrangers  is  a  foreign  land, 
J- 
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'*  Thro*  number'd  ages  which  have  run  their  race* 
"  Still  has  thy  mercy  been  our  dwelling- place  j 
•'  Before  the  moft  exalted  duft  of  earth, 
*<  The  {lately  mountains  had  receiv'd  a  birth,         %2q 
«  Before  the  pillars  of  the  world  were  laid, 
•*  Before  the  habitable  parts  were  made, 
"  Thou  wert  their  God,  from  thee  their  rife  they  drew, 
«*  Thou  great  for  ages,  great  for  ever  too. 

*f  Man  (mortal  creature  !)  fram'd  to  feel  decays,   185 
"  Thine  unrefifted  pow'r  at  pleafure  f-.vays ; 
"  Thou  fay' ft,  Return,  and  parting  fouis  obey  j 
"  Thou  fay'ff,  Return,  and  bodies  fall  to  clay: 
"■  For  what's  a  thoufand  fleeting  years  with  thee  ? 
«*  Or  time,  compar'd  with  long  eternity  ?  29a 

«*  Whofe  wings  expanding,  infinitely  vaft, 
<c  O'erftretch  its  utmoft  ends  of  firlt  and  laft: 
v  'Tis  like  thofe  hours  that  lately  faw  the  fun, 
<{  He  rofe,  and  fet,  and  all  the  day  was  done ; 
il  Or  like  the  watches  which  dread  night  divide,    29 £ 
"  And,  while  we  flumber,  unregarded  glide, 
"  When  all  the  preient  feems  a  thing  of  nought, 
"  And  paft  and  future  clofe  to  waking  thought. 
**  As  raging  floods,  when  rivers  i\vell  with  rain, 
t*  Bear  down  the  groves,  and  overflow  the  plain,    300 
««  So  fwift  and  ftrong  thy  wondrous  might  appears, 
"  So  life  is  carried  down  the  rolling  years. 
(f  As  heavy  iieep  purines  the  day's  retreat 
««  With  dark,  with  lilent,  and  una&ive  ftate, 
«*  So  life's  attended  on  by  certain  doom,  305 

«*  And  death's  their  reft,  their  reft ing-place  a  tomb  j 
<<  It  quickly  riles,  and  it  quickly  goes, 
tc  And  youth  its  morning,  age  its  ev'ning  fliows. 
et  Thus  tender  blades  or  grafs,  when  beams  difFufe, 
«'  Rile  from  the  preflure  of  their  early  dews,  310 

"  Point  tow'rds  the  fkies  their  elevated  1'pires, 
<c  And  proudly  ftourifh  in  their  green  attires  ; 
'«  But  foon  (ah,  fading  ftate  of  things  below  !) 
(i  The  fcythe  deftructive  mows  the  lovely  fhovvj 
C£  The  riling  fun  thus  law  their  glories  high,  315 

«'  That  fun  defcended  lees  their  glories  die. 
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et  We  ftill  with  more  than  common  hafte  of  Fate 
(i  Are  doom'd  to  perifh  in   thy  kindled  hate; 
«'  Our  public  fins  for  public  juftice  call, 
*'  And  ftand  like  marks  on  which  thy  judgments  fall  ; 
**  Our  iecret  fins,  that  folly  thought  conceaTd,       3*1 
**  Are  in  thy  light  for  pumihment  reveal'd  ; 
"  Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  wrath  divine 
'*  Our  days  unmix'd  with  happinefs  decline, 
"  Like  empty  itories,  tedious,  fhort,  and  vain,      315 
"  And  never,  nevermore  recall'd  again. 
*'  Yet  what  were  life,  if  to  the  longelt  date 
"  Which  we  have  nam'd  a  life  we  back'ned  Fate? 
•'  Alas  !  its  molt  computed  length  appears 
*l  To  reach  the  limits  but  of  feventy  years  ;  330 

"  And  if  by  ftrength  to  fourfcore  years  we  go, 
**  That  ftrength  is  labour,  and  that  labour  woe; 
*'  Then  will  thy  term  expire,  and  thou  nroft  fly, 
**  Oh,  Man!   Oh,  Creature!   furely  born  to  die. 
*'  But  who  regards  a  truth  fo  throughly  known  ?     335 
**  Who  dreads  a  wrath  lb  manifestly  ihown  ? 
*'  Who  feems  to  fear  it,  tho'  the  danger  vies 
<e  With  any  pitch  to  which  our  fear  can  rife? 
**  O  !  teach  us  lb  to  number  all  our  days, 
*'  That  thefe  reflections  may  correct  our  ways;        340 
*c  That  thefe  may  lead  us  from  delunve  dreams, 
*«  To  walk  in  heav'nly  Wifdoms  golden  beams. 
"  Return,  O  Lord !  how  long  lhall  Ifrael  fin  ? 
*(  How  long  thine  anger  be  preierv'd  within  ? 
*'  Before  our  time's  irrevocably  paft,  34.5 

**  Be  kind,  be  gracious,  and  return  at  laft  ; 
*'  Let  favour  foon  diipens'd,  our  fouls  employ, 
*'  And  ftill  remember'd  favour  live  in  joy  : 
*«  Send  \ears  of  comforts  for  our  years  of  woes, 
*<  Send  thefe,  at  leaft,  of  equal  length  with  thofe  ;  35a 
<(  Shine  on  thy  flock,  and  on  their  offspring  fhine ; 
*'  With  tender  mercy  (fweeteft  act  divine) 
*'  Bright  lays  of  majelty,  ferenely  fhed, 
**  To  rett  in  glories  on  the  nation's  head ; 
*t  Our  future  deeds  with  approbation  blefs,  355 

6t  And,  in  the  giving  them,  give  us  fuccefs." 
Li 
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Thus,  with  forgivenefs  earneJtly  deiir'd, 
Thus,  in  the  raptures  of  a  blifs  requir'd, 
The  man  of  God  concludes  his  (acred  drain  j 
Now  fit  and  fee  the  fubject  once  again  ;  36© 

See  ghaftly  Death,  where  deferts  all  around 
Spread  forth  the  barren  undelightful  ground, 
There  (talks  the  filent  melancholy  made, 
His  naked  bones  reclining  on  a  fpade  ; 
And  thrice  the  fpade  with  folemn  fadnefs  heaves,     365 
And  thrice  earth  opens  in  the  form  of  graves  j 
His  gates  of  darknefs  gape  to  take  him  in, 
And  where  he  foon  would  fink  he's  puuVd  by  fin. 

Poor  Mortals  !  here  your  common  picture  know, 
And  with  yourfelves  in  this  acquainted  grow  ;        370 
Thro'  life  with  airy  thoughtlefs  pride  you  range, 
And  vainly  glitter  in  the  lphere  of  change, 
A  fphere  where  all  things  but  for  time  remain, 
Where  no  fiVd  ftars  with  endlefs  glory  reign, 
But  meteors  only,  mort-liv'd  meteors,  rile,  375 

To  (nine,  fhoot  down,  and  die,  beneath  the  ikies. 

There  is  an  hour,  ah  !  who  that  hour  attends  ? 
When  man,  the  gilded  vanity,  defcends  ; 
When  foreign  force,  or  wafte  of  inward  heat, 
Conitrain  the  foul  to  leave  its  ancient  feat  ;  380 

When  baniuYd  Beauty  from  her  empire  flies, 
And,  with  a  languifh,  leaves  thelparkling  eyes$ 
When  foft'ning  muiic  and  periiialion  fail, 
And  all  the  charms  that  in  the  tongue  prevail; 
When  ipirits  flop  their  courfe,  when  nerves  unbrace, 
And  outward  action  and  perception  ceafe;  386 

*Tis  then  the  poor  deform'd  remains  mall  be 
That  naked  fkeleton  we  feem'd  to  fee. 

Make  this  thy  mirror  if  thou  would'ft  have  bltfs  ; 
No  flatt'ring  image  (hews  itfeif  in  this;  3<_;0 

But  luch  as  lays  the  lofty  looks  of  pride, 
And  makes  cool  thought  in  humble  channel  glide  j 
But  fuch  as  clears  the  cheats  of  Error's  den, 
Whence  magic  mitts  furround  the  fouls  of  men  ; 
When  felf-deluiion's  trains  adorn  their  flight,         395 
As  fnow's  fair  feathers  fleet  to  darken  light  $ 
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Then  reft,  and  in  the  work  of  fancy  fpread  ; 

To  gay-wav'd  plumes  for  ev'ry  mortars  head. 

Theie  empty  forms,  when  Death  appears,  difperfe, 

Or  melt  in  tears  upon  its  mournful  herfe :  400 

The  lad  reflection  forces  men  to  knew 

Life  furely  fails  and  iwiftly  flies  below. 

Oh  !  left  thy  folly  lofe  the  profit  fought, 

Oh !  never  touch  it  with  a  glancing  thought, 

As  men  to  glades  ccme,  and  ftraight  withdraw,     405 

And  ftraight  forget  what  fort  of  face  they  faw  ; 

But  fix,   intently  fix,  thine  inward  eyes, 

And  in  the  ftrength  of  this  great  truth  be  wife  : 

If  on  the  globe's  dim  fide  our  fenies  ftray, 

Not  us'd  to  perfect  light,  we  think  it  day,  410 

Death  feems  long  fleep,  and  hopes  of  heavily  beams, 

Deceitful  wifhes,  big  with  diftant  dreams; 

But  if  our  reafon  purge  the  carr.al  light, 

And  place  its  objects  in  their  julier  light, 

We  change  the  fide,  from  dreams  on  earth  we  move, 

And  wake  thro'  death  to  riling  life  above.  416 

Here  o'er  my  foul  a  folemn  filence  reigns, 
Preparing  thought  for  new  celeftial  (trains  ; 
The  former  vanilh  off,  the  new  begin, 
The  folemn  filence  ftands  like  night  between  ;         410 
In  whole  dark  befom  day  departing  lies, 
And  day  fucceeding  takes  a  lovely  rife. 
But  tho'  the  long  be  chang'd,  be  ftill  the  flame, 
And  ftill  the  prophet,  in  my  lines  the  fame  ; 
With  care  renew'd,  "upen  the  children  dwell,  425 

Whoi'e  finfui  fathers  in  the  defert  fell  ; 
With  care  renew'd,  if  any  care  can  do, 
Ah  !   left  they  fin,  and  left  they  perifli  too. 

Go  feek  for  Molts  at  yen'  facred  tent, 
On  which  the  Pretence  makes  a  blight  defcent.       430 
Behold  the  cloud  with  radiant  g'oiy  fair, 
Like  a  wreathM  pillar,  cuils  itlclf  in  air! 
Behold  it  hov'ring  juit  above  the  door, 
And  Moles  meekly  kneeling  on  the  floor; 
But  if  thegazing  turn  thy  edge  of  light,  435 

A..d  darkr.efs  fpring  from  unitippoitcd  light, 
L  3 
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Then  change  the  fenfe,  be  fight  in  hearing  drownM, 
While  thefe  ftrange  accents  from  the  vifion  found. 

«*  The  time,  my  Servant,  is  approaching  nigh, 
st  When  thou  fhalt  gather'd  with  thy  fathers  lie  5  440 
"  And  foon  thy  nation,  quite  forgetful  grown 
f<  Of  all  the  glories  which  mine  arm  has  mown, 
"  Shall  thro''  my  covenant  perverfely  break, 
**  Delpife  my  worfhip,  and  my  name  forfalco* 
<{  By  cuftoms  conquer'd,  where  to  rule  they  go,    445 
"  And  ferving  gods  that  can't  protect  their  foe. 
*(  Difpleas'd  at  this,  I'll  turn  my  face  afide 
"  Till  marp  Affliction's  rod  reduce  their  pride  ; 
"  Till  brought  to  better  mind  they  feek  relief, 
*'  By  good  confefflons  in  the  midft  of  grief.  450 

<{  Then  write  thy  fong,  to  ftand  a  witnefs  ftill 
"  Of  favours  pail,  and  of  my  future  will ; 
*'  For  I  their  vain  conceits  before  difcern ; 
**  Then  write  thy  fong,  which  Iirael's  fans  fliall  learn/* 

As  thus  the  wondrous  voice  its  charge  repeats,  455 
The  prophet  muling  deep  within  repeats, 
He  feems  to  feel  it  on  a  ftreaming  ray 
Pierce  thro'  the  foul,  enlight  ning  all  its  way ; 
And  much  obedient  will,  and  free  defire, 
And  much  his  love  of  Jacob's  feed,  infpire  ;  460 

And  much,  oh !  much  above  the  warmth  of  thofe 
The  facred  Spirit  in  his  boibm  glows  j 
Majeftic  Notion  feems  decrees  to  nod, 
And  holy  Tranfport  fpeaks  the  words  of  God. 

He  now  returns,  the  fmifh'd  roll  he  brings,        465 
Enrich'd  with  ifrains  of  paft  and  future  things ; 
The  priefts  in  order  to  the  tent  repair, 
The  gather'd  Tribes  attend  the  elders  there  : 
Oh!  facred  Mercy's  inexhaufted  ftore  ! 
Shall  thefe  have  warning  of  their  faults  before  !       470 
Shall  thefe  be  told  the  recompenfes  due  ! 
Shall  heav'n  and  earth  be  call'd  to  witnefs  too  ! 
Then  ftill  the  tumult,  if  it  will  be  fo, 
Let  fear  to  lofe  a  word  its  caution  (how  j 
Let  clofe  Attention  in  dead  calm  appear,  475 

And  fol'tiy,  foftly  fteal  with  filence  near, 


MOSES.  127 

While  Mofes,  rais'd  above  the  lift'ning  throng, 
Pronounces  thus,  in  all  their  ears,  the  fong. 

"  Hear,  oh  ye  Heav'ns !  creation's  lofty  fhow, 
«'  Hear,  oh  thou  heav'n-encompafs'd  Earth  below! 
<*  As  filver  thow'rs  of  gently  dropping  rain,  481 

«c  As  honey  dews  diltilling  on  the  plain, 
««  As  rain,  as  dews,  for  tender  graft  defign'd, 
"  So  (hall  my  fpeeches  fink  within  the  mind, 
««  So  fweetly  turn  the  foul's  enlivening  food,  4S5 

"  So  fill  and  cberifli  hopeful  feeds  of  good, 
«  For  now  my  numbers  to  the  world  abroad 
««  Will  loudly  celebrate  the  name  of  God. 

•'  Afcribe,  thcu  Nation  !   ev'ry  favour'd  tribe 
M  Excelling  greatnefs  to  the  Lord  afcribe  ;  49© 

«*  The  Lord !  the  Rock  !  on  whom  we  lately  truft, 
**  Whole  work  is  perfect,  and  whole  ways  are  juft  j 
«*  The  Lord!  whole  promife  ftands  for  ever  tiuej 
•*  The  Lord  !  raoft  righteous,  an>i  mo  ft  hbiy  too. 

"  Ah  !  woiie  election  !   ah  !  the  bonds  of  fin  !    495 
•«  They  chufe  therafeives  to  take  corruption  in; 
"  They  ilain  their  fouls  with  vice's  deepeft  blots, 
*'  When  only  frailties  art  his  childrens'  ipots : 
«'  Their  thoughts,  words,  actions,  all  are  run  aftray, 
f*  And  none  more  crooked,  more  perverfe,  than  they. 

"Say,  rebel  Nation!  and  unwifely  light,  501 

u  Say,  will  thy  folly  thus  the  Lord  requite? 
«'  Or  is  he  not  the  God  who  made  thee  free, 
•«  Whofe  mercy  purchas'd  and  eftablim'd  thee  ? 
*'  Remember  well  the  wondrous  clays  of  old,  505 

*•  The  years  of  ages  lorg  before  thee  told  ; 
"  Afk  all  thy  fathers,  who  the  truth  will  fnow, 
<{  Or  a(k  thine  elders,  for  thine  elders  know. 

«*  When  the  Mod  High,  with  fceptre  pointed  down, 
*'  Defcnb'd  the  realms  of  each  beginning  ci  o-vn  ;     510 
«<  When  Adam's  offspring,  providential  care, 
«'  To  people  countries,  fcatter'd  here -and  there, 
««  Ke  to  the  limits  of  their  lands  conhVd, 
««  That  favour'd  Ifrael  has  its  part  aflign'd  ; 
«'  For  Ifrael  is  the  Lord's,  and  gains  the  place      515 
«'  Referv'd  for  thofe  whom  he  would  chufe  to  grace, 
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««  Him  in  the  defert,  him  his  mercy  found, 
"  Where  Famine  dwells,  and  howling  deafs  the  ground; 
u  Where  dread  is  felt,  by  lavage  noife  increait, 
"  Where  Solitude  erefts  its  feat  on  watte  ;  520 

**  And  there  he  led  him,  and  he  taught  him  there, 
"  And  fafely  kept  him  with  a  watchful  care  ; 
*'  The  tender  apples  of  our  heedful  eye 
**  Not  more  in  guard,  nor  more  fecurely  lie. 

"  And  as  an  eagle,  that  attempts  to  bring  525 

"  Her  unexperienc'd  young  to  trult  the  wing, 
"  Stirs  up  her  neft,  and  flutters  o'er  their  heads, 
"  And  all  the  forces  of  her  pinions  ipreads, 
*'  And  takes  and  bears  them  on  her  plumes  above, 
"  To  give  peculiar  proof  of  royal  love;  530 

'«  'Twas  lb  the  Lord,  the  gracious  Lord  alone, 
"  With  kindnefs  molt  peculiar  led  his  own  ; 
"  As  no  itrange  god  concurred  to  make  him  free, 
"  So  none  had  pow'r  to  lead  him  through  but  he. 
"  To  lands  excelling  lands,  and  planted  high,         535 
"  That  boalis  the  kindeft  influencing  iky, 
"  He  brought,  he  bore  him,  on  the  wings  of  grace, 
*■  Totafte  the  plenties  of  the  ground's  increaie  j 
"  Sweet  dropping  honey  from  the  rocky  foil, 
i:  From  flinty  rocks  the  fmoothly  flowing  oil,         540 
"  The  gilded  butter  from  the  ltately  kine, 
'«  The  milk  with  which  the  dugs  of  ilieep  decline, 
"  The  marrow- fatnefs  of  the  tender  lambs, 
"  The  bulky  breed  of  Bafan's  goats  and  rams, 
"  The  fineft  flow'ry-wheat  that  crowns  the  plain,     545 
"  Diftends  its  huik,  and  loads  the  blade  with  grain  j 
*'  And  ftili  he  drank,  from  ripe  delicious  heaps 
«*  Of  clufters  preiVd,  the  pui  elt  blood  of  grapes : 
«c  But  thou  art  wanton  tat,  and  kicked  now  ; 
<«  Oh!  well  directed  ;  oh!  Jefhuran,  thou;  550 

*«  Thou  foon  wert  fat,  thy  iidebwere  thickly  grown, 
**  Thy  fatnefs  deeply  cover'd  every  bone  ; 
"  Then  wanton  tulnefs  vain  oblivion  brought, 
"  And  God,  that  made  and  lav'd  thee,  was  forgot. 
"  While  gods  of  foreign  lands,  and  rites  abhorr'd,,   555 
«•'  To  jeaioulies  and  auger  mov\l  the  Loid  ; 
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t(  While  gods  thy  fathers  never  knew  were  ownM, 
*'  And  fiends  themfelves  with  facrifice  aton'd. 
**  Oh  !   focls,  unmindful  whence  ycur  order'd  frame, 
"  And  whence  your  life-infufing  fpirit,  came:        560 
"  Such  ftrange  corruptions  could  his  hate  provoke, 
fi  And  thus  tr  ir  fate  his  indignation  fpoke  ; 
"  It  is  decreed,  Til  hide  my  face,  and  fee 
««  When  I  forsake  them,  what  their  end  mall  be  j 
V  For  they're  a  troward,  very  froward  ftrain  !         565 
"  They  promife  duty,  but  return  difdain. 
"  Within  my  foul  they'-i  e  rars'd  a  jealous  flame, 
«*  By  new-nam'd  gods,  and  only  gods  in  name  j 
M  They  make  the  burnings  of  my  anger  glow 
"  B>'  guilty  vanity's  difpleafing  fhow.  570 

"  V\\  alio  teach  their  jealoniy  to  fret 
«c  At  fuch  as  are  not  form'd  a  people  yet ; 
<c  ITi  make  their  anger  vex  their  inward  bread, 
t(  When  fuch  as  have  not  known  my  laws  are  bleft. 
i(  A  fire,  a  fire,  that  nothing  can  aiTwage,  575 

«  Is  kindled  in  the  fierctnefs  of  my  rage, 
«c  To  burn  the  depths,  confume  the  land's  increafe, 
*<  And  on  the  mountains'  ltrong  foundations  feize. 
•«  Thick  heaps  of  mifchief  on  their  heads  I  lend, 
M  And  all  mine  arrows  wing'd  with  fury  l'pend.     580 
'*  Slow  parching  death,  and  peftilential  heat, 
*«  Shall  bring  the  bitter  pangs  of  ling'ring  fate. 
<£  The  teeth  of  beafts  mail  fwift  deitruclion  bring  j 
*'  The  ferpen:s'  wound  them  with  envenom'd  fling; 
«'  The  iword  without,  and  dread  within,  confume   585 
"  The  youth  and  virgin  in  then  lovely  bloom ; 
*'  Weak  tender  Infancy  b.y  iucklirvg  fed, 
««  And  helplefs  Age  with  hoary  frofted  head. 
"  I  faid  Td  icatter  all  the  fimul  race, 
*t  I  faid  I'd  make  its  mere  remembrance  ceafe,         590 
"  But  that  I  fear'd  the  foes'  unruly  pride, 
"  Their  glory  vaunted,  and  my  pow'r  deny'd. 
"  While  thus  they  boaft,  our  arm  has  fliewn  us  brave  ; 
M  And  God  did  nothing,  for  he  could  not  fave: 
'«  So  fond  their  thoughts  are,  fo  remote  of  fenfe,   595 
"  And  blind  in  ev'ry  courie  of  Providence. 
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«  O  did  they  know  to  what  my  judgments  tend ! 
**  O  would  they  ponder  on  their  latter- end! 
*«  They  foon  would  find,  that  when  upon  the  field 
tc  One  makes  a  thoufand,  two  ten  thouiand  yield,    6cft 
"  The  Lord  of  Holfs  has  fold  a  rebel  ftate, 
**  And  lure  enclosed  it  in  the  nets  of  Fate; 
"  For  what's  another's  rock  compar'd  with  ours  ? 
"  Let  them  be  judges  that  have  prov'd  their  pow'rs, 
"  That  on  their  own  have  vainly  call'd  for  aid,      605 
"  While  ours  to  freedom  and  to  glory  led. 
"  Their  vine,  indeed,  may  feem  to  floutilh  fair, 
**  But  yet  it  grows  m  Sodom's  tainted  air  j 
"  It  fucks  corruption  from  Gomorrah's  fields, 
"  And  galls  for  grapes  in  bitter  clutters  yields,      610 
**  And  poifon  fheds  for  \jdne,  like  that  which  comes 
"  From  afps'  and  dragons'  death  infected  gums. 
"  And  are  not  thefe  their  hateful  fins  reveal'd, 
sl  And  in  my  treafures  for  my  juitice  leai'd  ? 
"  To  me  the  province  of  revenge  belongs,  615 

"  To  me  the  certain  recompenfe  of  wrongs  j 
«'  Their  feet  fhall  totter  in  appointed  time, 
*'  And  threat'ning  danger  overtake  their  crime, 
f(  For  wing'd  with  feather'd  hafte  the  minutes  fly, 
tl  To  bring  thofe  things  that  muft  afflict  them  nigh.  620 
*'  The  Lord  will  judge  his  own  and  bring  them  low, 
u  And  then  repent,  and  turn  upon  the  foe  j 
f(  And  when  the  judgments  from  his  own  remove, 
*'  Will  thus  the  foe  convincingly  reprove. 
«'  Where  are  the  gods,  the  rock,  to  whom  in  vain  625 
•'  Your  off 'rings  have  been  made,  your  victims  flain? 
*.*  Let  them  arile,  let  them  afford  their  aid, 
**  And  with  Protection's  fhield  furround  your  head. 
"  Know  then  your  Maker,  I  the  Lord  am  he, 
'*  Nor  ever  was  there  any  god  with  me  5  630 

*'  And  death  or  life,  or  wounds  or  health,  I  give, 
"  Nor  can  another  from  my  pow'r  reprieve, 
f*  With  folemn  ftate  I  lift  my  arm  on  high, 
"  Above  the  glories  of  the  lofty  Iky  j 
6i  And  by  myfelf  majefticaily  i'vvear  635 

"  I  live  for  ever,  and  for  ever  there. 
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*'  If  in  my  rage  the  glitt'ring  fword  I  whet, 
•*  And  ftcrnly  fitting  take  the  judgment-feat, 
"  My  jult  awarding  lentence  dooms  my  foe, 
"  And  vengeance  wields  theblade,  and  gives  the  blow ; 
*'  And  deep  in  flefh  the  blade  of  fury  bites,  64.4 

*'  And  deadly  deep  my  bearded  arrow  lights, 
«'  And  both  grow  drunk,  with  blood  defil'd  in  fin, 
"  When  executions  of  revenge  begin. 

44  Then  let  his  nation  in  a  common  voice,  14.5 

•*  And  with  his  nation  let  the  world,  rejoice: 
**  For  whether  he  for  crimes  or  trials  i p ill 
<c  His  fervants'  blood,  he  will  avenge  it  Hill : 
•«  He'Jl  break  the  troops,  he'll  fcatter  them  afar, 
'*  Who  vex  our  realm  with  defolating  war,  65O 

te  And  on  the  favour'd  Tribes,  and  on  the  land, 
*l  Shed  victories  and  peace  from  Mercy's  hand." 

Hereceas'd  the  fong,  and  Iirael  look'd  behind, 
And  gaz'd  before,  with  unconfining  mind, 
And,  fix'd  in  filence  and  amazement,  faw  655 

The  ftrokes  of  all  their  ltate  beneath  the  law. 
Their  recollection  does  its  light  prefent, 
To  mew  the  mountain  blefs'd  with  God's  defcent, 
To  fhew  their  wand'rings,  their  unfix'd  abode, 
And  all  their  guidance  in  the  defert  road  :  660 

Then  where  the  beams  of  recollection  go, 
To  leave  the  fancy  difpofTefs'd  of  fhow, 
The  fairer  light  of  prophefy's  begun, 
Which  op'ning  future  days  fupplies  their  fun  : 
By  fuch  a  fun  (and  fancy  needs  no  more)  665 

They  fee  the  coming  times,  and  walk  them  o'er  j 
And  now  they  gain  that  retf  their  travail  fought, 
Nowmilk  and  honey  Itream  along  the  thought  j 
Anon  they  feel  their  fouls,  the  blemngs  cloy, 
And  God's  forgot  in  full  excefs  of  joy  :  670 

And  oft'  they  fin,  and  oft'  his  anger  burns, 
And  ev'ry  nation's  made  their  fcourge  by  turns  } 
Till  of  t  repenting,  they  convert  to  God, 
And  he  repenting  too  defh'oys  the  rod. 

ONation!  timely  warn 'd  in  facred  {train,  675 

0  never  let  thy  Mofcs  ling  in  vain  j 
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Dare  to  be  good,  and  happinefs  prolong  j 
Or  if  thy  folly  will  fulfil  the  fong, 
At  leaft  be  found  the  feidomer  in  ill, 
And  ftill  repent,  and  loon  repent  thee  ftill.  680 

When  luch  fair  paths  thou  (halt  avoid  to  tread, 
Thy  blood  will  reft  upon  thy  (infill  head  5 
Thy  crime  by  lading  will  lecure  thy  foe, 
The  gracious  warning  to  t:ie  Gentiles  go, 
And  all  the  world,  that's  call'd  to  witneishere,      685 
Convinc'd  by  thine  example,  learn  to  fear. 
The  Gentile  world,  a  myffic  Ilrael  grown, 
Will  in  thv  firft  condition  find  their  own  j 
A  God's  defcent,  a  pilgrimage  below, 
And  promis'd  reft  where  living  waters  flow  :  69^ 

They'll  lee  the  pen,    deicribe  in  ev'ry  trace 
The  frowns  of  anger,  or  the  fmiles  of  grace ; 
Why  mercy  turns  afide  and  leaves  to  lhine, 
What  caufe  provokes  the  jealouiy  divine  j 
Why  juftice  kindles  dire  avenging  flames,  63$ 

What  end  ids  pow'r  the  lifted  arm  proclaims  j 
Why  mercy  mines  again  with  cheerful  ray, 
And  glory  double-gilds  the  Iightfome  day. 
Tho'  nations  chan-e,  and  Ifraei's  empire  dies, 
Yet  ftill  the  cafe  on  earth  again  may  rifej  700 

Eternal  Providence  its  rule  retains, 
And  ftill  preferves,  and  ftill  applies,  the  drains. 

""Twas  luch  a  gift  the  prophet's  facred  r>ent 
On  his  departure,  left  the  fons  of  men. 
Thus  he,  and  thus  the  fwan  her  breath  refigns,      705 
(Within  the  beauty  of  poetic  lines,) 
He  white  with  innocence,  his  figure  (he, 
And  both  harmonious,  but  the  iweeterhe. 
Death  learns  to  charm,  and  while  it  leads  toblifs, 
Has  found  a  lovely  circumftance  in  this,  710 

To  fuit  the  meekett  turn  of  eafymind, 
And  actions  cheerful  m  an  air  refign'd. 

Thou  Flock,  whom  Moles  to  thy  freedom  led, 
How  wilt  then  lay  the  venerable  1 
Go  (if  thy  fathers  taught  a  work  they  knew)-       71.5 
Go  build  a  pyramid  to  glory  due  3 
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Square  the  broad  bafe,  with  flowing  fides  arife, 

And  let  the  point  diminifh  in  the  Ikies  ; 

There  leave  the  corpie,  impending  o'er  his  head 

The  wand  whofe  motion  winds  and  waves  obey'd. 

On  fable  banners  to  the  fight  defcribe  721 

The  painted  arms  of  ev'ry  mourning  tribe. 

And  thus  may  public  grief  adorn  the  tomb 

Deep  ftreaming  downwards  thro'  the  vaulted  room. 

On  the  black  ltone  a  fair  ii.J'cription  raife,  725 

That  fums  his  government,  to  fpeak  his  praifej 

And  may  the  ftyle  as  brightly  worth  proclaim, 

As  if  Affection  with  a  pointed  beam 

Engrav\i  or  fir'd  the  words,  or  Honour  due 

Had  with  itfelf  inlaid  the  tablet  through.  730 

But  (top  the  pomp  that  is  not  man's  to  pay, 
For  God  will  grace  him  in  a  nobler  way  j 
Mine  eyes  perceive  an  orb  of  heav'nly  ftate, 
With  lplendid  forms  and  light  ferene  replete  j 
I  hear  the  found  of  flutt'ring  wings  in  air,  735 

I  hear  the  tuneful  tongues  or"  angels  there r 
They  fly,  they  bear,  they  reft,  on  Nebo's  head, 
And  in  thick  glory  wrap  the  revVend  dead. 
This  errand  crowns  his  longs,  and  tends  to  prove 
His  near  communion  with  the  quire  above.  740 

Now  fwiftly  down  the  fteepy  mount  they  go, 
Now  fwiftly  glides  their  mining  orb  below, 
And  now  moves  off  where  riling  grounds  deny 
To  fj^read  their  valley  to  the  diltant  eye. 
Ye  blefs'd  Inhabitants  of  glitt'ring  air  !  745 

You've  borne  the  prophet,  but  we  know  not  where. 
Perhaps  left  Ifrael,  over-fondly  led, 
In  rating  worth  when  envy  leaves  the  dead, 
Might  plant  a  grove,  invent  new  rites  divine, 
Make  him  their  idol,  and  his  grave  the  fhrine.        750 
But  what  diforder  ?  what  repels  the  light  ? 
And  ere  its  feafon  forces  on  the  night  ? 
Why  fweepthe  fpeclres  o'er  the  blafted  ground  ? 
What  fhakes  the  Mount  with  hollow-roaring  found  ? 
Hell  rolls  beneath  it,  Terror  ftalks  before  755 

With  fhrieks  and  groans,  and  Horror  burfts  a  door, 
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And  Satan  rifes  in  infernal  ttate, 
Drawn  up  by  Malice,  Envy,  Rage,  and  Hate; 
A  darkening  vapour  with  fulphureous  fleam, 
In  pitchy  curlings,  edg'd  by  lullen  flame,  760 

And  fram'd  a  chariot  for  the  dreadful  form, 
Drives  whirling  up  on  mad  Confufion's  ftorm. 

Then  fiercely  burning  where  the  prophet  dy'd, 
,e  Nor  mall  thy  nation  'Icape  my  wrath,1*  he  cry'd  j 
*{  This  corpfe  I'll  enter,  and  thy  flock  miflead,      j6$ 
"  And  all  thy  miracles  my  lies  (hall  aid. 
"  But  where: — He's  gone,  and  by  the  lcented  fky, 
"  The  fav'rite  courtiers  have  been  lately  nigh. 
«  O  !  flow  to  bus'nefs,  curs'd  in  miichief 's  hour; 
«<  Trace  on  their  odours,  and  if  hell  has  pow'r — " 
This  laid,  with  fpite,  and  with  a  bent  for  ill,        771 
He  ihot  with  fury  from  the  trembling  hill. 

In  vain,  proud  Fiend,  thy  threats  are  half  expreft, 
And  half  lie  choking  in  thy  fcornful  breaft ; 
His  mining  bearers  have  perform'd  their  right,       775 
And  laid  him  foftly  down  in  lhades  of  night. 
A  warrior  heads  the  band,  great  Michael  he, 
Kenown'd  for  victories  in  wars  with  thee  j 
A  fword  of  flame  to  flop  thy  courfe  he  bears, 
Nor  has  thy  rage  avail'd,  nor  can  thy  fnareft.  780 

The  Lord  rebuke  thy  pride,  he  meekly  cries  ; 
The  Lord  has  heard  him,  and  thy  project  dies. 

Here  Mofes  leaves  my  long,  the  Tribes  retire, 
The  defert  flics,  and  forty  years  expire. 
And  now,  my  Fancy!  for  a  while  be  ltill,  785 

And  think  of  coming  down  from  Nebo's  hill : 
Go,  fearch  among  thy  forms,  and  thence  prepare 
A  cloud  in  folds  of  foft  furrounding  air: 
Go,  find  a  breeze  to  lift  thy  cloud  on  high, 
To  waft  thee  gently- rock'd  in  open  Iky  ;  790 

Then  ffealing  back  to  leave  a  filent  calm, 
And  thee  repofing  in  a  grove  of  palm ; 
The  place  will  iuit  my  next  fucceeding  drain, 
And  I'll  awake  thee  loon  to  fing  again.  794. 
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'T'IME  !  fiie  of  years,  unfold  thy  leaf  anew, 
-*•    And  ftill  the  pall  recall  to  prefent  view ; 
Spread  forth  their  circles,  fwiftly  gaze  them  o'er, 
But  where  an  action's  nobly  rung  before, 
There  flop  and  ft  ay  for  me,  whole  thoughts  defign     5 
To  make  another's  fong  rcfound  in  mine. 
Pafs  where  the  priefts'  proceflion  bore  the  law, 
When  Jordan's  parted  waters  fix'd  with  awe 
While  Iii ael  march'd  upon  the  naked  land, 
Admir'd  the  wonder,  and  obtain'd  the  land  ;  10 

Slide  thro'  the  numerous  fates  of  Canaan's  kings, 
While  Conquefts  rode  on  Expedition's  wings; 
Glance  over  Il'rael  at  a  fmgle  view, 
In  bondage  ok',  and  oft'  unbound  anew, 
Till  Jabin  rife,  and  Deb'rah  ftand  enroll'd  15 

Upon  the  gilded  leaf's  revolving  fold. 

Oh  !   king  fubdu'd  !  oh  !   woman  born  to  fame  I 
Oh  !   wake  my  fancy  for  the  glorious  theme; 
Oh  !  wake  my  fancy  with  the  fenfe  of  praife, 
Oh!  wake  with  warblings  of  triumphant  lays;       20 
The  land  you  rife  in  fultiy  funs  invade, 
But  when  you  rife  to  fing  you'll  find  a  (hade. 
Thofe  trees,  in  order  and  with  verdure  crown'd, 
The  facred  prophetefs's  tent  furround, 
And  that  fair  palm  a- front  exactly  plac'd,  25 

That  overtops  and  overfpreads  the  reft, 
Near  the  firm  root  a  molly  bank  fupports, 
Where  Juftice  opens  unexpenfive  courts, 
There  Deb'rah  fits,  the  willing  Tribes  repair, 
Refer  their  caufes,  and  fhe  judges  there  ;  30 

Nor  needs  a  guard  to  bring  her  fubjecls  in, 
Each  grace,  each  virtue,  proves  a  guard  unfeen, 
Nor  wants  the  penalties  enforcing  law, 
While  great  Opinion  gives  effectual  awe. 

Now  twenty  years  that  roll'd  in  heavy  pain,  35 

§aw  Jabin  gall  them  with  Oppreflion's  chain, 
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When  (he,  fubmiflive  to  divine  command, 
Proclaims  a  war  for  freedom  o'er  the  land, 
And  bids  young  Barak  with  thofe  men  defcend, 
Whom  in  the  mountains  he  for  battle  train'd.         40 
««  Go,"  fays  the  prophetefs,  "  thy  foes  afTail  j 
"  Go,  make  ten  thoufand  over  all  prevail ; 
"  Make  Jabin's  captains  feel  thine  edged  i'word, 
u  Make  all  his  army — God  has  fpoke  the  word." 
He,  fit  for  war,  and  Ifraers  hope  in  fight,  45 

Yet  doubts  the  number,  and  by  that  the  fight  j 
Then  thus  replies,  with  with  to  ftand  fecure, 
Or  eager  thought  to  know  the  conquelt  fure : 
«•  Belov'd  of  God,  iend  thou  thy  prcfence  too, 
«'  And  I  with  gladneis  lead  th'  appointed  few  j  50 

"  But  if  thou  wilt  not,  let  thy  Son  deny, 
«  For  what's  ten  thoufand  men,  Or  what  am  I  V* 
"  If  fo,"  fhe  cries,  f*  a  (hare  of  toil  be  mine, 
"  Another  (hare,  and  fome  difhonour  thine  j 
««  For  God,  to  punifh  doubt,  refolves  to  (how         55 
<f  That  lefs  than  numbers  can  fupprefs  his  foe : 
"  You'll  move  to  conquer,   and  the  foes  to  yield, 
«f  But  'tis  a  woman's  aft  iecures  the  field." 

Now  feem  the  warriors  in  their  ranks  affign'd, 
Now  furling  banners  flutter  in  the  wind  5  60 

Her  words  encourage,  and  his  actions  lead, 
Hope  fpurs  them  forward,  Valour  draws  the  blade, 
And  Freedom,  like  a  fair  reward  for  all, 
Stands  reaching  forth  her  hands,  and  feems  to  call. 

On  t'other  fide,  and  almoft  o'er  the  plain,  65 

Proud  Sis'ra,  Jabin's  captain,  brings  his  men, 
As  thick  as  locufts  on  the  vintage  fly, 
As  thick  as  fcatter'd  leaves  in  autumn  lie, 
Bold  with  iuccefs  againft  a  nation  try'd, 
And  proud  of  numbers,  and  fecure  in  pride.  70 

Now  found  the  trumpet,  now  my  fancy  warms, 
And  now  methinks  I  view  their  toils  in  arms  ; 
The  lively  phantoms  tread  my  boundlels  mind, 
And  no  faint  colours  or  weak  ftrokesdefign'd. 
See  where  in  diftant  conqueft  from  afar  7  5 

The  pointed  arrows  bring  the  wounds  of  warj 
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See  where  the  lines  with  clof'er  force  engage, 
And  thruft  the  fpear,  and  whirl  the  fword  of  rage  : 
Here  break  the  files,  and  vainly  ftrive  to  clofe, 
There  on  their  own  repell'd  affift  their  foes  :  80 

Here  Deb'rah  calls,  and  Jabin's  foldiers  fly ; 
There  Barak  fights,  and  Jabin's  (oldiers  die. 
But  now  nine  hundred  chariots  roll  along, 
Expert  their  guiders,  and  their  horfes  ftrong, 
And  Terror  rattling  in  (heir  fierce  array,  g  j 

Bears  down  on  Jfrael  to  reftore  the  day. 
Oh  !   Lord  of  Battles  !  oh  !   the  danger's  near  j 
Affift  thine  Ilrael,  or  they  perifh  here. 
How  fwift  is  Mercy's  aid  !   behold  it  flv 
On  ruffling  tempeits  thro*1  the  troubled  iky;  50 

With  dafhing  rain,  with  pelting  hail,  they  blow, 
And  fharply  drive  them  on  the  facing  foe. 
Thus  bleis'd  with  help,  and  only  touch'd  behind, 
The  fav'rite  nation  prefles  in  the  wind. 
But  heat  of  action  now  difturbs,  the  fight,  95 

And  wild  confufion  mingles  all  the  fight ; 
Cold-whiftling  winds,  and  fhrieks  of  dying  men, 
And  groans  and  armour,  found  in  all  the  plain. 
The  bands  of  Canaan  Fate  no  longer  dare, 
Opprefs'd  by  weather,  and  deftroy'd  by  war,  100 

And  from  his  chariot,  whence  he  rul'd  the  fight, 
Their  haughty  leader  leaps  to  join  the  flight  j 
See  where  he  flies,  and  fee  the  viclor  near  j 
See  rapid  Conqueft  in  purfuit  of  Fear  : 
See,  fee!    they  both  make  ofF,  the  work  is  o'er,       105 
And  fancy  clear'd  of  vifion  as  before. 
Thus  (if  the  mind  of  man  may  feem  to  move 
With  fome  refemblance  of  the  ikies  above,) 
When  wars  are  gath'ring  in  our  hearts  below, 
We've  feen  their  battles  in  ethereal  fhow ;  no 

The  long-dillended  tracks  of  opening  iky, 
The  phantoms  azure  field  of  fight  Jiipniy ; 
The  whitifh  clouds  an  argent  armour  yield, 
A  radiant  blazon  gilds  their  argent  fhield  ; 
Young  glitt'ring  comets  point  the  levell'd  fpc\r,     7  15 
Which  lor  their  pennons  hang  their  flaming  hair, 
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And  o'er  the  helms,  for  gallant  glory  dreft, 
Sit  curls  of  air,  and  nod  upon  the  creft. 
Thus  arm'd  they  feem  to  march,  and  feem  to  fight, 
And  feeming  wounds  of  death  delude  the  fight ;     120 
The  ruddy  thunder- clouds  look  ftain'd  with  gore, 
And  for  the  din  of  war  within  they  roar  j 
Then  flies  afide,  and  then  afide  purlues, 
Till  in  their  motion  all  their  fliapes  they  loofej 
Difperfmg  air  concludes  the  mimic  fcene,  125 

The  fky  fhuts  up,  and  iwiftly  clears  again. 

But  does  their  Sis'ra  (hare  the  common  fate, 
Or  mourn  his  humbled  pride  in  dark  retreat  ? 
With  Inch  inquiry  near  the  palm  repair, 
Victorious  Honour  knows,  and  tells  it  there.  130 

To  that  fair  type  of  Iliad's  la'.e  fuccefs, 
Which  nobly  riles  as  its  weights  deprefs, 
To  that  fair  ty^pe  returns  the  joyful  band, 
Whofe  courage  rofe  to  free  their  groaning  land  ; 
There  ftands  the  leader  in  the  pomp  of  arms,  135 

There  ftands  the  judge  in  Beauty's  awful  charms, 
And  whilft  reclin'd  upon  the  refting  fpear, 
He  pants  with  chace,  and  breathes  in  calmer  air, 
Her  thoughts  are  working  with  a  backward  view, 
And  would  in  fong  the  great  exploit  renew  ;  140 

She  fees  an  arm'd  Oppreffion's  hundred  hands 
Impoie  its  fetters  on  the  promis'd  lands  j 
She  fees  their  nation  ftruggling  in  the  chains, 
And  wars  arifing  with  unequal  trains  : 
She  fees  their  fate  in  arms,  the  field  imbru'd,         145 
The  foe  diforder'd,  and  the  foe  purfu'd, 
Till  Conqueft,  drefs'd  in  rays  of  glory,  come 
With  Peace  and  Freedom  brought  in  triumph  home ; 
Then  round  her  heart  a  beamy  gladnefs  plays, 
Which,  darting  forward,  thus  converts  to  praife:    150 

"  For  Iliad's  late  avengings  on  the  foe, 
"  When  led  by  no  compelling  pow'r  below, 
"  When  each  fprin-g  forward  of  their  own  accord, 
"  For  this,  for  all  the  mercy,  praife  the  Lord  ! 

"  Hear,  O  ye  Kings!  yeneighb'ringPrincts!  hearj 
"  My  fong  triumphant  (hall  inltru&  your  fear  j      156 
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«c  My  fong  triumphant  bids  your  glory  bow 
"  To  God  confefs'd,  the  God  of  Jacob  now. 

"  O  glorious  Lord  !  when  with  thy  fov'reign  hand 
"  Thou  led  the  nation  off  from  Edom's  land,         160 
*'  Then  trembled  earth,  and  (hook  the  heav'ns  on  high, 
"  And  clouds  in  drops  forfook  the  melted  (ky; 
"  With  tumbling  waters  hills  were  heard  to  roar, 
«'  And  felt  iuch  (hocks  as  Sinai  felt  before  5 
«'  Eut  fear  abating,  which  by  time  decays,  165 

tl  The  kings  of  Canaan  rofe  in  Shamgar's  days, 
"  And  Hill  continued  in  Jael's  times, 
"  Their  empire  fixing  with  fuccefsful  crimes  j 
«  Oppreflion  ravag'd  all  our  loft  abodes, 
<*  Nor  dare  the  people  truft  the  common  roads,       170 
«'  But  paths  perplex'd  and  unfrequented  chofe, 
«*  To  fliun  the  danger  of  perplexing  foes. 
<l  Thus  direful  was  deform'd  the  country  round, 
(l  Unpeopled  towns,  and  difimprov'd  the  ground, 
«*  Till  I,  refolving  in  the  gap  to  ftand,  175 

«<  I,  Deb'rah,  role,  a  mother  of  the  land, 
««  Where  others,    (laves  by  fettkd  cuttom  grown, 
•*  Could  ferve,  and  chufe  to  ferve  the  gods  unknown } 
"  Where  others  lufferM  with  a  tame  regret 
(i  Deftruclion  fpilling  blood  in  ev'ry  gate,  180 

"  And  forty  thoufand  had  not  for  the  field 
*<  One  (pear  offenfive,  or  defenlive  (hield. 

"  O  tow'rds  the  leaders  of  my  nation  move, 
"  O  beat  my  warming  heart  with  fenfe  of  love  ; 
<{  Commend  tfT  aflertors  on  their  own  accord,  185 

<(  And  blefs  the  fov'reign  confer,  blefs  the  Lord  ! 

"  Speak  ye,  that  ride  with   pow'r  return'd  in  (fate, 
"  Speak  ye  the  praife  that  rule  the  judgment-feat  j 
tl  Speak  ye  the  praife  to  God  that  walk  the  roads, 
"  While  (afety  brings  you  to  rettor'd  abodes !         190 

"  The  refcu'd  villagers,  no  more  afraid 
*c  Of  archers  larking  in  the  faithlefs  (hade, 
"  And  fudden  death  conveyed  from  ibunding  ftrings, 
'*  Shall  fafe  approach  the  waters1  riling  fpringsj 
<c  And,  while  their  turns  of  drawing  there  they  wait, 
"  Loit'ring  in  eafe  upon  a  moffy  196 
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«'  Call  all  the  bleflings  of  the  Lord  to  mind, 
<{  And  fing  the  Lord,  in  all  the  bleflings  kind. 
"  The  townfmen,  refcu'd  from  the  tyrant's  reign, 
((  Shall  flock  with  joy  to  fill  their  walls  again,       200 
**  See  Juftice  in  the  gates  the  balance  bear, 
"  And  none  but  herunfheath  a  weapon  there. 

',«  Awake,  O  Deb'rah!   O  awake,  to  praile! 
"  Awake,  and  utter  forth  triumphant  lays. 
ft  Arife,  O  Barak  !  be  thy  pomp  begun,  205 

"  Lead  on  thy  triumph,  thou  Abinoam's  fon, 
"  Thy  captives  bound  in  chains,  when  God's  decree 
"  Made  humbled  princes  ftoop  their  necks  to  thee, 
**  When  he,  the  giver  of  fuccefs  in  fight, 
"  Advanc'd  a  woman  o'er  the  ions  or  Might.         a  10 

"  Againft  this  Amalec  of  banded  foes, 
«  I,  Deb'rah,  root  of  all  the  war,  aroi'e, 
*l  From  Ephraim  fprung,  and  leading  Ephraim's  line, 
«'  The  next  in  rifing,  Benjamin,  was  thine. 
**  The  ruling  heads  of  half  Manaflah's  land,  215 

<«  To  ferve  in  danger  left  their  fafe  command} 
«'  The  tribe  of  Zebulun's  una<5live  men 
<«  For  glorious  arms  forfook  the  peaceful  pen  ; 
"  The  Lords  of  Iflachar  with  Deb'rah  went, 
"  The  Tribe  with  Barak  to  the  vale  was. lent,       220 
"  Where  he  on  foot  performed  the  general's  part, 
"  And  ihar'd  the  foldiers'  toil  to  i  aiie  their  heart. 

<*  But  Reuben's  ftrange  divilions  juttiy  wrought 
il  Amongft  his  brethren  deep  concern  of  thought. 
**  Ah!  while  the  nation  in  affliction  lay,  225 

«'  How  couldft  thou,  Reuben  !   by  the  (heepfokU  flay, 
<<  And  let  thy  bleating  flock  divert  thy  days, 
te  That  idly  pals'd  thee  witli  inglorious  ea!e  ? 
"  Divided  Tribe  !  without  thy  dangers  free, 
t(  Deep  were  the  feaichings  ot  our  heart  tor  thee.   230 
*'  Our  Gilead  too,  by  fuch  example  iway'd, 
"  With  unconcern  beyond  the  river  Itay'd  j 
"  And  Dan  in  mips  at  lea  fot  falety  rode, 
«'  And  frighten'd  A  (her  in  is  rocks  abode. 

M  Now  ling  the  fieid,  the  teats  of  war  begun,     235 
"  And  praile  thy  Naphtali  with  Zebulun  |... 
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"  To  deaths  exposM  in  pofts  advancM  they  flood, 
«c  With  fouls  refolv'd,  and  gallant  rage  of  blood : 
"  Then  came  the  kings  and  fought ;  the  gather'd  kings, 
"  By  waters  dreaming  from  Megiddo's  fprings,     240 
<c  In  Taanach  vale  fuitain'd  the  daring  toil, 
*f  Yet  neither  fought  for  pay,  nor  won  the  fpoil, 
"  The  ikies,  indulgent  in  the  caufe  of  right, 
"  On  Ifrael's  lide  againft  their  army  fight : 
"  In  evil  afpects  ftars  and  planets  range,  245 

«c  And  by  the  weather  in  tempeftuous  change 
"  Promote  the  dire  dillrefs,  and  make  it  known 
"  That  God  has  hofts  above  to  fave  his  own. 
"  The  Kiflion  iweil'd,  grew  rapid  as  they  fled, 
«'  And  roll'd  them,  finking,  down  its  fandy  bed.  250 
*'  O  river  Kiflion!  river  of  renown  ! 
**  And,  O  my  Soul!  that  trod  their  glory  downj 
"  The  ftony  paths,  by  which  diforderM  flight 
"  Convey'd  their  troops  and  chariots  from  the  fight, 
"  With  rugged  points  their  horfes'  hoofs  diilreft,  255 
"  And  broke  them,  prancing  in  impetuous  hafte. 

"  Curie,  curfe  ye  Meroz  !  curfe  the  town  abhorr'd  ! 
te  (So  fpake  the  glorious  angel  of  the  Lord  i) 
"  For  Meroz  came  not  in  the  field  prepar'd, 
"  To  join  that  iide  on  which  the  Lord  declar'd  :     260 
"  But  blefs  ye  Jael  j  be  the  Kenites*  name 
11  Above  our  women's  blefs'd  in  endlefs  fame. 
'*  The  captain,  faint  with  fore  fatigue  of  flight, 
*'  Implor'd  for  water  to  fapport  his  might, 
**  And  milk  (he  pour'd  him,  while  he  water  fought, 
*'  And  in  her  lordly  difh  her  butter  brought.  266 

"  With  courage  well  deferving  to  prevail, 
*«  One  hand  the  hammer  held,  and  one  the  nail, 
"  And  him  reclin'd  to  deep  (he  boldly  (lew  ; 
"  She  fmote,fhepiercM,  (he  ftruck,  thetemplesthrough : 
.  *l  Before  her  feet,  reluctant,  on  the  clay  271 

"  He  bow'd,  he  fell ;  he  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  lay ; 
"  He  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  dy'd.  By  fuch  degrees, 
"  As  thrice  (he  ftruck,  each  ftroke's  efFecTl  (he  fees. 

M  His  mother  gaz'd  with  long- expecting  eyes,  275 
11  And,  grown  impatient,  thro1  the  lattice  cries, 
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<  Why  moves  the  chariot  of  my  fori  fo  flow  ? 
«  Or  what  affairs  retard  his  coming  fo  ? 

*  Her  ladies  anfwer'd — 'but  (he  would  not  ftay, 

1  (For  pride  had  taught  what  flatt'ry  meant  to  fay,.) 
'  They've  fped,  ((he  fays ,)  and  now  the  prey  they  (hare, 
1  For  each  a  damfel,  or  a  lovely  pairj  28  » 

{  For  Sis'ra's  part  a  robe  ot"  gallant  grace, 
«  Where  divers  colours  rich  embroidery  trace, 

<  Meet  for  the  necks  of  thofe  who  win  the  fpoil     285 
«  When  triumph  offers  its  reward  for  toil. 

"  Thus  perifh  all  whom  God's  decrees  oppofej 
f  Thus,  like  the  vanquifti'd,  perifti  all  thy  foes  j 
1  But  let  the  men  that  in  thy  name  delight 

*  Be  like  the  fun  in  heav'nly  glory  bright,  290 

*  When  mounted  on  the  dawn  he  pofh  away, 

*  And  with  full  ftrength  increafes  on  the  day." 
'Twas  here  the  prophetefs  reipir'd  from  fong, 

Then  loudly  (homed  all  the  cheerful  throng, 
By  freedom  gain'd,  by  viflory  complete,      -  295 

Prepar'd  for  mirth  irregularly  great. 
The  frowns  of  forrow  gave  their  ancient  place 
To  pleafure,  drawn  in  imiles  on  ev'ry  face  : 
The  groans  of  (lav'ry  were  no  longer  wrung, 
But  thoughts  of  comfort  from  the  blefling  fprung;   300 
And  as  they  (houteu  from  the  breezy  weft, 
Amongft  the  plumes  that  deck  the  fingers'  creft, 
The  fpirit  of  Applaufe  itfelf  convey 'd 
On  wafted  air,  and  lightly  waving  play'd. 
Such  was  the  cafe,  (or  iuch  ideas  flow  305 

From  thought  repleninYd  with  triumphant  (how,) 
What  rais'd  their  joy  their  love  could  alio  raife> 
And  each  contended  in  the  words  of  praife  j 
And  ev'ry  word  proclaim'd  the  wonders  paft, 
And  God  was  ftill  the  firft,  and  ftill  the  laft  i         310 
Deep  in  their  fouls  the  fair  impreflion  lay, 
Deep-trac'd,  and  never  to  be  worn  away. 
From  hence  the  refcu'd  generation  ftill 
Abhorr'd  the  practice  of  rebellious  ill, 
And  fear'd  the  puni(hment  for  ill  abhorr'd,  315 

And  lov'd  repentance,  and  ador'd  the  Lord. 
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"Prom  hence,  in  all  their  days  the  Lord  was  kind, 
His  face  ferene  with  fettled  favour  lhin'd, 
Fair  banifii'd  Order  was  recalPd  in  ftate, 
The  laws  reviv'd,  the  princes  ruTd  the  gate  j         320 
Peace  cheer'd  the  valeSiContentwentlaugh'd  with  Peace, 
Gay-blooming  Plenty  roil?  with  large  increafe  ; 
Sweet  Mercy  thofe  who  thought  on  mercy  bleft, 
And  lb  for  forty  years  the  land  had  reft. 

Reft,  happy  Land  !  awhile;  ah!   longer  fo,       325 
Didlt  thou  thine  happinefs  fincerely  know  j 
But  foon  thy  quiet  with  thy  goodnefs  pail, 
And  in  the  long  alone  obtain'd  to  laft. 

Live,  Song  triumphant  1  live  in  fair  record, 
And  teach  lucceeding  times  to  fear  the  Lord  j  330 

For  fancy  moves  by  bright  example  woo'd, 
And  wins  the  mind  with  images  of  good. 
Touch'd  with  a  facred  rage  and  heav'nly  flame, 
I  ftrive  to  ling  thine  univerfal  aim  ; 
To  quit  the  fubject,  and  in  lays  fublime  335 

The  moral  fit  for  any  point  of  time. 
Then  go,  my  Verfes!  with  applying  {train, 
Go,  form  a  triumph  not  afcrib'd  to  men. 

Let  all  the  clouds  of  grief  impending  lie, 
And  ftorms  of  trouble  drive  along  the  Iky  ;  340 

Then,  humble  Pietv,  thine  accents  raife, 
For  pray'r  will  prove  the  pow'rtul  charm  of  eafe. 

Lo!  now  my  foul  has  ipoke  its  bed  defires, 
How  bleflings  anfwer  what  the  pray'r  requires! 
Before  thy  iighs  the  clouds  of  grief  retreat,  345 

The  ftorms  of  trouble  by  thy  tears  abate, 
And  radiant  Glory,  from  her  upper  fphere, 
Looks  down  and  glitters  in  relented  air. 

Rite,  lovely  Piety  !   from  earthy  bed, 
The  parted  flame  defcends  upon  thine  head  j  350 

This  wondrous  mitre,  fram'd  by  facred  Love, 
And  for  thy  triumph  lent  thee  from  above, 
In  two  bright  points  with  upper  rays  aipires, 
And  rounds  thy  temples  with  innocuous  fires. 
Rife,  lovely  Piety  !  with  pomp  appear,  355 

And  thou,  kind  Mercy!  lend  thy  chariot  h  re  3 
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On  either  fide  fair  Fame  and  Honour  place, 
Behind  let  Plenty  walk,  in  hand  with  Peace, 
While  Irreligion,  mutt'ring  horrid  ibund, 
With  fierce  and  proud  OppreiTion  backward  bound, 
Drag  by  the  wheels  along  the  dufty  plain,  361 

And,  gnafhing,  lick  the  ground,  and  curfe  with  pain. 
Now  come,  ye  thouiands,  and  more  thoufands  yet, 
With  order  join  to  fill  the  train  of  ftate ; 
Souls  tunM  for  praifing  to  the  temple  bring,  365 

And  thus  amidft  the  facred  mufic  fingj 
"  Hail,  Piety  !  triumphant  Goodnefs,  hail ! 
*'  Hail,  O  prevailing,  ever,  O,  prevail ! 
**  At  thine  entreaty  Juftice  leaves  to  frown, 
"  And  Wrath  appeafing  lays  the  thunder  down  j    370 
"  The  tender  heart  of  yearning  Mercy  burns, 
"  Love  afks  ablefling,  and  the  Lord  returns. 
"  In  his  great  name  that  heav'n  and  earth  has  made, 
"  In  his  great  name  alone  we  find  our  aid  ; 
"  Then  blefs  the  name,  and  let  the  world  adore 
"  From  this  time  forward,  and  for  evermore."       376 
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MOW  crowds  move  off,  retiring  trumpets  found 

"*^    On  echoes  dying  in  their  laft  rebound, 

The  notes  of  fancy  ieem  no  longer  ftrong, 

But  fweet'ning,  clofes  fit  a  private  fong. 

So  when  the  ftorms  forfake  the  fea's  command,  5 

To  break  their  forces  in  the  winding  land, 

No  more  their  blafts  tumultous  rage  proclaim, 

But  fweep  in  murmurs  o'er  a  murnf  ring  itream. 

Then  feek  the  fubjecl,  and  its  fong  be  mine, 
Whofe  numbers  mix'd  in  facred  ftory  mine :  10 

Go,  brightly-working  Thought,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Above  the  page  on  hov'ring  pinions  lie, 
And  beat  with  ftronger  force  to  make  thee  rife 
Where  beauteous  Hannah  meets  the  fearching  eyes. 

There  frame  a  town,  and  fix  a  tent  with  cords,     15 
The  town  be  Shiloh  call'd,  the  tent  the  Lord's: 
Carv'd  pillars,  filletted  with  filver,  rear, 
To  clofe  the  curtains  in  an  outward  fquare, 
But  thofe  within  it,  which  the  porch  uphold, 
Be  finely  wrought,  and  overlaid  with  gold.  ao 

Here  Eli  comes  to  take  the  refting  feat, 
Slow  moving  forward  with  a  rev" rend  gait, 
Sacred  in  office,  venerably  fage, 
And  venerably  great  in  filver'd  age. 
Here  Hannah  comes  a  melancholy  wife,  15 

Reproach'd  for  barren  in  the  marriage  life  ; 
Like  fummer  mornings  (he  to  fight  appears, 
Bedew'd  and  mining  in  the  midft  of  tears  j 
Her  heart  in  bitternefs  of  grief  (lie  bow'd, 
And  thus  her  wifhes  to  the  Lord  ihe  vow'd  :  30 

"  If  thou  thine  handmaid  with  compaflion  fee, 
"  If  I,  my  God  !  am  not  forgot  by  thee, 
"  If  in  my  offspring  thou  prolong  my  line, 
"  The  child  I  wifh  for  all  his  days  be  thins  j 
"  His  life  devoted  in  thy  courts  be  led,  35 

<(  And  not  a  razor  come  upon  his  head." 
N 
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So  from  recefles  of  her  inmoft  foul, 
Thro'  moving  lips  her  ftill  devotion  ftole; 
As  filent waters  glide  thro'  parted  trees, 
Whole  branches  tremble  with  a  rifing  breeze  ;  4.0 

The  words  were  loll  becaufe  her  heart  was  low, 
But  free  defne  had  taught  the  mouth  to  goj 
This  Eli  markM — and  with  a  voice  fevere, 
While  yet  fhe  multiply  M  her  thoughts  in  pray'r, 
*<  How  long  fhall  wine,1'  he  cries,  "diftrafrthy  breaft? 
"  Be  gone,  and  lay  the  drunken  fit  by  reft."  46 

"  Ah!"  fays  the  mourner,  "  count  not  this  for  fin, 
"  It  is  not  wine,  but  grief,  that  works  within  5 
'«  The  (pint  of  thy  wretched  handmaid  know, 
8<  Her  prayer's  complaint,  and  her  condition  wee."  50 
Then  fpake  the  facred  prieftj  "  In  peace  depart, 
"  And  with  thy  comfort  God  fulfil  thine  heart. '* 
His  bleffing,  thus  pronoune'd  with  awful  found, 
The  vot'ry  bending  leaves  the  folemn  ground  j 
She  feems  conmm'd  the  Lord  has  heard  her  cries,     55 
And  cheerful  hope  the  tears  of  trouble  dries, 
And  makes  her  alterM  eyes  irradiate  roll 
With  joy,  that  dawns  in  thought  upon  the  foul. 

Now  let  the  town,  and  tent,  and  court,  remain, 
And  leap  the  time  till  Hannah  comes  again  j  60 

As  painted  profpe£ts  lkip  along  the  green, 
From  hills  to  mountains  eminently  feen, 
And  leave  their  intervals  that  fink  below 
In  deep  retreat,  and  unexprefsM  to  fhow. 

Behold  !  fhe  comes,  (but  not  as  once  fhe  came,     65 
To  grieve,  to  ligh,  and  teach  her  eyes  to  ftream,) 
Content  adorns  her  with  a  lively  face, 
An  optn  look,  and  fmiling  kind  of  grace  j 
Her  little  Samuel  in  her  arms  fhe  bears, 
The  wifh  of  long  defire,  and  child  of  pray"rs,  70 

And  as  the  facrifice  fhe  brought  begun, 
To  rev'rend  Eli  fhe  prefents  her  fon. 
"  Here,"  cries  the  mother,  *'  here  my  Lord  may  fee 
"  The  woman  come  who  pray'd  in  grief  by  thee  j 
"   1  he  child  I  fu'd  for,  God  in  bounty  gave,  75 

44  And  what  he  granted  let  him  now  receive." 
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But  ftill  the  vot'ry  feels  her  temper  move 
With  all  the  tender  violence  of  love, 
That  ftill  enjoys  the  gift,  and  inly  bums, 
To  fearch  for  larger  or  for  mere  returns  ;  80 

Then  filPd  with  bleflings  which  allure  to  praiie, 
And  rais'd  by  joy  to  loul-enchanting  lays, 
Thus  thanks  the  Lord,  beneficently  kind, 
In  fweet  etfuiions  of  the  grateful  mind. 
*'  My  lifting  heart  with  more  than  common  heat     S5 
"  Sends  up  its  thanks  to  God  on  ev'ry  beat  j 
"  My  glory,  rais'd  above  the  reach  of  fcorn, 
u  To  God  exalts  its  highly- planted  horn  ; 
"  My  mouth  enlarg'd  mine  enemies  defies, 
"  And  finds  in  God's  falvation  tull  replies.  90 

"  Oh,  bright  in  holy  beauty's  pow'r  divine! 
**  There's  none  whole  glory  can  compare  with  thine  5 
*<  None  (hare  thine  honours  ;  nay,  there's  none  befide, 
M  No  rock  on  which  thy  creatures  can  confide. 

"  Ye  proud  in  fpirit !  who  your  gifts  adore,         95 
*'  Unlearn  the  faults,  and  fpeak  with  pride  no  more  j 
*'  No  more  your  words  in  arrogance  be  ihown, 
t(  Nor  call  the  works  of  Providence  your  own, 
"  Since  he  that  rules  us  infinitely  know?, 
i(  And  as  he  wills  his  acts  of  povv'r  difpofe.  100 

M  The  ftrong,  whofe  fmewy  forces  arch'd  the  bow, 
<{  Have  feen  it  fhatter'd  by  the  conqu'ring  foe ; 
<*  The  weak  have  felt  their  nerves  move  firmly  brace, 
M  And  new-fprung  vigour  in  the  limbs  incieafe  3 
*'  The  full,  whom  vary'd  taftes  of  plenty  fed,        105 
"  Have  let  their  labour  cut  to  gain  their  bread  ; 
"  The  poor,  that  languiih'd  in  a  ltarving  ltate, 
"  Content  and  full,  have  ceas'd  to  beg  their  meat ; 
«'  The  barren  womb,  no  longer  barren  now, 
u  (Oh,  be  my  thanks  accepted  with  my  vow  !)      no 
11  In  pleafure  wonders  at  a  mother's  pain, 
"  And  fees  her  offspring,  and  conceives  again, 
"  While  (he  that  glory'd  in  her  num'rous  heirs, 
"  Now  broke  by  feeblenefs,  no  longer  bears. 

"  Such  turns  their  rifing  from  their  Lord  derive,  115 
"  The  Lord  that  kills,  the  Lord  that  makes  alive  j 
N  * 
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««  He  brings  by  ficknefs  down  to  gaping  graves, 
■'  And  by  reftoring  health  from  ficknefs  faves  j 
"  He  makes  the  poor  by  keeping  back  his  ftore, 
41  And  makes  the  rich  by  blefling  men  with  more  j  1 20 
"  He  finking  hearts  with  bitter  grief  annoys, 
"  Or  lifts  them  bounding  with  enlivened  joys. 

,c  He  takes  the  beggar  from  his  humble  clay, 
"  From  off  the  dunghill  where  defpis'd  he  lay, 
"  To  mix  with  princes  in  a  rank  fupreme,  125 

"  Fill  thrones  of  honour,  and  inherit  fame: 
"  For  all  the  pillars  of  exalted  ftate, 
**  So  nobly  firm,  fo  beautifully  great, 
*'  Whofe  various  orders  bear  the  rounded  ball, 
"  Which  would  without  them  to  confufion  fall,     130 
"  All  are  the  Lord's,  at  his  difpofure  ftand, 
"  And  prop  the  govern'd  world  at  his  command. 

"  His  mercy,  ftill  more  wonderfully  fweet, 
"  Shall  guard  the  righteous,  and  uphold  their  feet  j 
"  While  thro'  the  darknefs  of  the  wicked  foul       135 
"  Amazement,  dread,  and  defperation,  roll ; 
ft  While  envy  flops  their  tongues,  and  hopelefs  grief, 
"  That  fees  their  fears,  but  not  their  fears'  relief  j 
"  And  they  their  nrength  as  unavailing  view, 
"  Since  none  (hall  truft  in  that  and  fafety  too.        140 

"  The  foes  of  Ifrael,  for  his  Ifrael's  fake, 
"  God  will  to  pieces  in  his  anger  break  j 
"  His  bolts  of  thunder,  from  an  open'd  fky, 
"  Shall  on  their  heads  with  force  unerring  fly  5 
«'  His  voice  (hall  call,  and  all  the  world  (hall  hear,  145 
"  And  all  for  fentence  at  his  feat  appear." 

But  mount  to  gentler  praifes,  mount  again  ; 
My  thoughts,  prophetic  of  Mefliah's  reign, 
Perceive  the  glories  which  around  him  mine, 
And  thus  thine  hymn  be  crown'd  with  grace  divine. 

*Tis  here  the  numbers  find  a  bright  repofe,         151 
The  vow's  accepted,  and  the  vot'ry  goes  : 
But  thou,  my  Soul !  upon  her  accents  hung, 
And  fweetly  pleas\i  with  what  fhe  fweetly  fung, 
Prolong  the  pleafure  with  thine  inward  eyes,  155 

Turn  back  thy  thoughts,  and  fee  the  fubje&  rife. 
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In  her  peculiar  cafe  the  fong  begun, 
And  for  a  while  thro"  private  blcflings  run, 
As  thro'  their  banks  the  curling  waters  play, 
And,  foft  in  murmers,  kifs  the  flow'ry  way  :  160 

With  force  increafing  then  fhe  leaps  the  bounds, 
And  largelv  flows  on  more  extended  grounds  j 
Spreads  wide  and  wider,  till  vail  fcas  appear, 
And  boundlefs  views  of  Providence  are  here. 
How  fwift  thefe  views  along  her  anthem  glide,        165 
As  waves  on  waves  pulh  forward  in  the  tide ! 
How  fwift  thy  wonders  o'er  my  fancy  fweep, 
O  Providence  !  thou  great,  unfathom'd  deep  ! 
Where  refignation  gently  dips  the  wing, 
And  learns  to  love  and  thank,  admire  and  fing  j     1  ;o 
But  bold  prefumptuous  reas'nings,  diving  down 
To  reach  the  bottom,  in  their  diving  drown. 

Neglecting  man,  forgetful  or"  thy  ways, 
Nor  owns  thy  care,  nor  thinks  of  giving  praife, 
But  from  himfelf  his  happir.efs  derives,  175 

And  thanks  his  wifdom  when  by  thine  he  thrives  j 
His  limbs  at  cafe  in  foft  repofe  he  fpreads, 
Bewitched  with  vain  delights  on  flow'ry  beds. 
Avid,  while  his  fenfe  the  fragrant  breezes  kifs, 
He  meditates  a  waking  dream  of  blifs  $  180 

He  thinks  of  kingdoms,  and  their  crowns  are  neaij 
He  thinks  of  glories,  and  their  rays  appear  j 
He  thinks  of  beauties,  and  a  lovely  face 
Serenely  fmiles  in  ev'ry  taking  grace  j 
He  thinks  of  riches,  and  their  heap?  a  rife,  185 

Difplay  their  glitt'ring  forms,  and  fix  his  eves  : 
Thus  drawn  with  pleaiures  in  a  charming  view, 
Riling  he  reaches,  and  would  fain  puriue  ; 
But  ttiil  the  fleeting  fhadows  mock  his  care, 
And  ftill  his  fingers  grafp  at  yielding  air.  193 

Whate'er  our  tempers  as  their  comforts  want, 
It  is  not  man's  to  take,  but  God's  to  grant  j 
If,  then,  perfitting  in  the  vain  ddign, 
We  look  for  blifs  without,  an  help  divine, 
We  llill  may  i'earch,  and  iearch  without  rc'ief. 
Nor  only  want  a  blifs,  but  find  a  grief, 
N  1 
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That  fuch  conviftion  may  to  fight  appear, 
Sit  down,  ye  fons  of  Men  !  fpettators  here, 
Behold  a  fcene  upon  your  folly  wrought, 
And  let  this  lively  fcene  inftruft  the  thought.         2C0 

Boy,  blow  the  pipe  until  the  bubble  rile, 
Then  calf,  it  off  to  fiote  upon  the  Ikies ; 
Still  fwell  its  fides  with  breath — O  beauteous  frame  I 
It  grows,  it  mines  !  be  now  the  World  thy  name. 
Methinks  creation  forms  itfelf  within,  205 

The  men,  the  towns,  the  birds,    the  trees,  are  feen, 
The  fkies  above  prefent  an  azure  fhow, 
And  lovely  verdure  paints  an  earth  below. 
Til  wind  myfelf  in  this  delightful  l'phere, 
And  live  a  thoufand  years  of  pleafure  there,  210 

RollM  up  in  blifTes  which  around  me  clofe, 
And  now  regal'd  with  thefe^  and  now  with  thofe. 
Falfe  hope,  but  falfer  words  of  joy,  farewell  1 
You've  rent  the  lodging  where  I  meant  to  dwell  j 
My  bubbles  burft,  my  profpecls  difappear,  215 

And  leave  behind  a  moral  and  a  tear. 
If  at  the  type  our  dreaming  fouls  awake, 
And  Hannah's  ft  rains  their  juft  impreffion  make, 
The  boundlefs  pow'r  of  Providence  we  know, 
And  fix  our  truft  on  nothing  here  below.  220 

Then  he,  grown  pleas'd  that  men  his  greatnefs  own, 
Looks  down  ferenely  from  his  Marry  throne, 
And  bids  the  blefTed  days  our  prayers  have  won 
Put  on  their  glories,  and  prepare  to  run  j 
For  which  our  thanks  be  juftly  lent  above,  225 

Enlarged  by  gladneis,  and  inlpir'd  with  love; 
For  which  his  praiies  be  for  ever  fung, 
O  fweet  employment  of  the  grateful  tongue! 

Burft  forth,  my  Temper!  in  a  godly  flame, 
For  all  his  bleffings  laud  his  holy  name  j  230 

That  e'er  mine  eyes  fainted  cheerful  day, 
A  gift  devoted  in  the  womb  I  lay, 
Like  Samuel  vow'd,  before  my  breath  I  drew, 
O  !  could  I  prove  in  life  like  Samuel  too  ! 
That  ail  my  frame  is  exquifitely  wrought,  235 

The  world  enjoy'd  my  ienfe,  and  God  my  thought  j 
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That  living  ftreams  thro*  living  channels  glide, 
To  make  this  frame  by  Nature's  courfe  abide  j 
That  for  its  good,  by  Providence's  care, 
Fire  joins  with  water,  earth  concurs  with  air  j 
That  Mercy's  ever  inexhaulled  ftore 
Is  pleas'd  to  proffer,  and  to  promife  more, 
And  all  the  proffers  tlream  with  grace  divine, 
And  all  the  promiies  with  glory  fhine. 
0  praife  the  Lord,  my  Soul !   in  one  accord 
Let  all  that  is  within  me  praife  the  Lord. 
O  praife  the  Lord,  my  Soul !  and  ever  ftrive 
To  keep  the  fweet  remembrances  alive  j 
Still  raife  the  kind  affections  of  thine  heart, 
Raife  ev'ry  grateful  word  to  bear  a  part } 
With  ev'ry  word  the  {trains  of  love  devife, 
Awake  thine  harp,  and  thou  thyfelf  arife  j 
Then  if  his  mercy  be  not  half  expreft, 
Let  wond'ring  filence  magnify  the  reil. 
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TV  ^Y  thought,  on  views  of  admiration  hung, 
-*-**  Intently  raviftTd,  and  depriv'd  of  tpngue, 
Now  darts  a  while  on  earth,  a  while  in  air, 
Here  movM  with  praife,  and  mov'd  with  glory  there ; 
The  joys  entrancing,  and  the  mute  furprife,  5 

Half  fix  the  blood,  and  dim  the  moiftening  eyes  j 
Pleafure  and  Praife  on  one  another  break, 
And  Exclamation  longs  at  heart  to  fpeak, 
When  thus  my  Genius,  on  the  work  delign'd, 
Awaiting  ciofely,  guides  the  wand'ring  mind.  10 

If  while  thy  thanks  would  in  thy  lays  be  wrought, 
A  bright  aftonifliment  involve  the  thought, 
If  yet  thy  temper  would  attempt  to  fmg, 
Another's  quill  (hall  imp  thy  feebler  wing  j 
Behold  the  name  of  royal  David  near,  15 

Behold  his  mufic  and  his  meafures  here, 
Whofe  harp  Devotion  in  a  rapture  ftrung, 
And  left  no  ftate  of  pious  fouls  unfung. 

Him  to  the  wond'ring  world  but  newly  fhown, 
Celeftial  poetry  pronounc'd  her  own  i  10 

A  thoufand  hopes,  on  clouds  adorn'd  with  rays, 
Bent  down  their  little  beauteous  forms  to  gaze  j 
Fair-blooming  Innocence  with  tender  years, 
And  native  fweetnefs  for  the  j  avifh'd  ears, 
Prepar'd  to  fmile  within  his  early  long,  35 

And  brought  their  rivers,  groves,  and  plains,  along  5 
Majeftic  Honour,  at  the  palace  breci, 
Enrob'd  in  white,  embroider'd  o'er  with  red, 
Reach'd  forth  the  fceptre  of  her  royal  fate, 
His  forehead  touclvd,  and  bid  his  lays  be  great ;       30 
Undaunted  Courage,  deck'd  with  manly  charms, 
With  waving  azure  plumes,  and  gilded  arms, 
DifplayM  the  glories  and  the  toils  of  fight, 
Demanded  fame,  and  call'd  him  forth  to  write. 
To  perfect,  thefe  the  facred  Spirit  came,  35 

By  mild  infufion  of  celeftial  flame, 
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And  movM  with  dove-like  candour  in  his  breaft, 

And  breath'd  his  graces  over  a]l  the  reft. 

Ah  !  where  the  daring  flights  of  men  afpire 

To  match  his  numbers  with  an  equal  fire,  '    40 

In  vain  they  ftrive  to  make  proud  Babel  rife, 

And  with  an  earth-born  labour  touch  the  ikies  : 

While  I  the  glittering  page  refolve  to  view, 

That  will  the  lubject.  of  my  lines  renew, 

The  laurel  wreath,  my  fame's  imagin'd  (hade,         45 

Around  my  beating  temples  fears  to  fade, 

My  fainting  fancy  trembles  on  the  brink, 

And  David's  God  muft  help,  or  elfe  I  fink. 

As  rolling  rivers  in  their  channels  flow 
Swift  from  aloft,  but  on  the  levels  flow,  50 

Or  rage  in  rocks,  or  glide  along  the  plains, 
So  juft,  fo  copious,  move  the  Plalmift's  ftrains  j 
So  fweetly  vary'd  with  proportion'd  heat, 
So  gently  clear,  or  fo  lublimely  great, 
While  Nature's  feen  in  all  her  forms  to  fhine,  55 

And  mix  with  beauties  drawn  from  truth  divine  j 
Sweet  beauties  (fweet  affection's  endlefs  rill) 
That  in  the  foul  like  honey-drops  diftil. 

Hail,  holy  Spirit!  hail,  fupremely  kind ! 
Whole  infpiration  thus  enlarg'd  the  mind,  60 

Who  taught  him  what  the  gentle  fhepherd  fings, 
What  rich  expreffions  fuit  the  port  of  kings  ; 
What  daring  words  delcribe  the  foldier's  heat, 
And  what  the  prophet's  ecftafies  relate  j 
Nor  let  his  worlf.  condition  be  forgot,  65 

In  all  this  fplendour  of  exalted  thought. 
On  one  thy  diff 'rent  forts  of  graces  fall, 
Still  made  for  each,  of  equal  force  in  all, 
And  while  from  heav'nly  courts  he  feels  a  flame, 
He  fings  the  place  from  whence  the  bleffing  came,    70 
And  makes  his  infpirations  fweetly  prove 
The  tuneful  fubje<5t,  of  the  mind  they  move.  . 

Immortal  Spirit !  light  of  life  initiU'd, 
Who  thus  the  bofom  of  a  mortal  fiil'd, 
Tho'  weak  my  voice,  and  tho'  my  light  be  dim,      75 
Yet  fain  I'd  praife  thy  wondrous  gifts  in  him : 
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Then  fince  thine  aid's  attracted  by  defire, 

And  they  that  fpeatc  thee  right  muft  feel  thy  fire, 

Vouchfafe  a  portion  of  thy  grace  divine, 

And  raife  my  voice,  and  in  my  numbers  ihinej  80 

I  fing  of  David,  David  fmgs  of  thee  j 

AMilt  the  Pfalmift  and  his  work  in  me. 

But  now,  my  Verle !  arifing  on  the  wing, 
What  part  of  all  thy  fubjecl  wilt  thou  fing? 
How  fire  thy  firft  attempt  ?  inwhatrefort  85 

Of  Paleftina's  plains  or  Salem's  court  ? 
Where,  as  his  hands  the  folemn  meafure  play'd, 
Curs'd  fiends  with  torment  and  confuiion  fled  j 
Where,  at  the  roly  fpring  of  cheerful  light, 
(If  pious  Fame  record  tradition  right,)  90 

A  foft  efflation  of  celeftial  fire 
Came  like  a  rufhing  breeze  and  (hook  the  lyre, 
Still  lweetly  giving  ev'ry  trembling  firing, 
So  much  of  found  as  made  him  wake  to  fing. 

Within  my  view  the  country  firft  appears,  95 

The  country  firft  enjoy'd  his  youthful  years  j 
Then  frame  thy  fhady  landfcapes  in  my  ftrain, 
Some  conlcious  mountain  or  accuftom'd  plain, 
Where  by  the  waters,  on  thegrafs  reclin'd, 
With  notes  he  rais'd,  with  notes  he  calm'd,  his  mind  ; 
For  thro*  the  paths  of  rural  life  I'll  ftray,  101 

And  in  his  pleafures  paint  a  fhepherd's  day. 

With  grateful  fentiments,  with  acYive  will, 
With  voice  exerted,  and  enliv'ning  fkill, 
His  free  leturn  of  thanks  he  duly  paid,  105 

And  each  new  day  new  beams  of  bounty  fhed. 
Awake,  my  tuneful  Harp  !   awake,  he  cries  j 
Awake,  my  Lute!  the  fun  begins  to  rife. 
My  God  !   I'm  ready  now;  then  takes  a  flight 
To  pure  ft  Piety's  exalted  height ;  no 

From  thence  his  foul,  with  heav'n  itfelf  in  view, 
On  humble  prayers  and  humble  praifes  flew  j 
The  praife  as  plcafmg,  and  as  fweet  the  pray'r, 
As  incenfe  curling  up  thro'  morning  air. 

When  tow'rds  the  field  with  early  fteps  he  trod,  115 
And  gaz'd  around,  and  own'd  the  works  of  God, 
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Perhaps  in  fweet  melodious  words  of  pralfe 

He  drew  the  profpect  which  adorn'd  his  ways  5 

The  foil,  but  newly  vifited  with  rain, 

The  river  of  the  Lord,  with  fpringing  grain  120 

Enlarge,  increafe,  theMbft'ned  furrow  bleff, 

The  year  with  goodnefs  crown'd,  with  beauty  dreft, 

And  liill  to  pow'r  divine  afcribe  it  all, 

From  whole  high  paths  the  drops  of  fatnefs  fall, 

Then  in  the  long  the  fmiling  fights  rejoice,  125 

And  all  the  mute  creation  rinds  a  voice  ; 

With  thick  returns  delightful  echoes  fill 

The  paftur'd  green  orfott  alcending  hill, 

Rais'd  by  the  bltatings  of  unnumbcr'd  (heep, 

To  boaft  their  glories  in  the  crowds  they  ktvp  j      130 

And  corn,  that's  waving  in  the  weftern  gale, 

With  joyful  found  proclaims  the  cover'd  vale. 

Whene'er  his  flocks  the  lovely  fhepherd  drove 
To  neighb'ring  waters,  to  the  neighbVing  grove, 
To  Jordan's  flood,  refrefh'd  by  cooling  wind,         135 
Or  Cedron's  brook,  to  moffy  banks  confin'd, 
In  eafy  notes  and  guife  of  lowiy  fwain 
'Twas  thus  he  charm'd  and  taught  the  lifVning  train. 

"  The  Lord's  my  fhepherd,  bountiful  and  good, 
fi  I  cannot  want  fince  he  provides  me  food  j  140 

"  Me  for  his  fheep  along  the  verdant  meads, 
"  Me  all  too  mean  Ins  tender  mercy  leads, 
"  To  talte  the  iprings  of  life,  and  tafte  repofe 
"  Wherever  living  paftuie  fweet  iy  grows  ; 
"  And  as  I  cannot  want,  I  need  not  fear,  145 

"  For  ftill  the  presence  of  my  Shepherd's  near; 
"*'  Thro'  darkfome  vales,  where  beafts  of  prey  refort, 
"  Where  Death  appears  with  all  his  dreadful  court, 
*'  His  rod  and  hook  direct  me  when  I  ftray, 
«'  He  calls  to  fold,  and  they  direct  my  way."  15a 

Perhaps,  when,  leafed  on  the  river's  brink, 
He  law  the  tender  fheep  at  noon-day  drink, 
He  lung  the  land  where  milk  and  honey  glide, 
And  tatt'ning  plenty  rolls  upon  the  tide: 
Or,  tix'd  within  the  frelhnefs  of  a  Ihade,  F55 

Whwic  boughs  diffuiie  their  leaves  around  his  head, 
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He  borrowed  notions  from  the  kind  retreat, 

Then  fung  the  righteous  in  their  happy  ftate; 

And  how,  by  providential  care,  fuccels 

Shall  all  their  actions  in  due  feafon  blefs;  160 

So  firm  they  ftand,  fo  beautiful  they  look, 

As  planted  trees  afide  the  purling  brook, 

Not  faded  by  the  rays  that  parch  the  plain, 

Nor  careful  for  the  want  of  dropping  rain, 

The  leaves  Iprout  forth,  the  riling  branches  (hoot,  165 

And  fummer  crowns  them  with  the  ripen' d  fruit. 

But  if  the  flow'ry  field  with  vary'd  hue 
And  native  fweetnefs  entertain'd  his  view, 
The  flow'ry  field,  with  all  the  glorious  throng 
Of  lively  colours,  role  to  paint  his  long  ;  170 

Its  pride  and  fall  within  the  numbers  ran, 
And  fpake  the  life  of  tranfitory  man. 

As  grafs  arifes  by  degrees,  unleen, 
To  deck  the  breaft  of  earth  with  lovely  green, 
Till  Nature's  order  brings  the  with'ring  days,        175 
And  all  the  fummer's  beauteous  pomp  decays  } 
So  by  degrees,  unleen,  doth  man  arife, 
So  blooms  by  courfe,  and  fo  by  courfe  he  dies. 
Or  as  her  head  the  gaudy  flow  ret  heaves, 
Spreads  to  the  fun,  and  boafts  herfilken  leaves,      180 
Till  accidental  winds  their  glory  fned, 
And  then  they  fall  before  the  time  to  fade} 
So  man  appears,  fo  falls  in  all  his  prime, 
Ere  age  approaches  on  the  fteps  of  time. 
But  thee,  my  God!  thee  (till  the  fame  we  find,     185 
Thy  glory  lalting,  and  thy  mercy  kind, 
That  itill  the  jult,  and  all  his  race,  may  know 
No  caufe  to  mourn  their  fwift  account  below. 

When  from  beneath  he  faw  the  wand'ring  Iheep 
That  graz'd  the  level  range  along  the  fteep,  190 

Then  rofe,  the  wanton  ftragglers  home  to  call 
Before  the  pearly  dews  at  ev'ning  fall; 
Perhaps  new  thoughts  the  riling  ground  fupply, 
And  that  employs  his  mind  which  fills  his  eye.       194 
(i  From  pointed  hills,"  he  cries,  "  my  willies  tend 
«'  To  that  great  hill  from  whence  fupports  defcend  t 

4- 
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•«  The  Lord's  that  hill,  that  place  of  Aire  defence, 
•«  My  wants  obtain  their  certain  help  from  thence ; 
"  And  as  large  hills  projected  fhadows  throw, 
*c  To  ward  the  fun  from  eff  the  vales  below,  200 

"  Or  for  their  fafety  ftop  the  blaft  above 
"  That  with  raw  vapours  loaded  nightly  rove  j 
•*  So  (hall  protection  o'er  his  fervants  fpread, 
"  And  I  repofe  benearh  the  facred  fnade, 
**  Unhurt  by  rage,  that,  like  a  fummer's  day,       205 
*c  Deftroys  and  fcorches  with  impetuous  ray  ; 
*'  By  wafting  forrows  undepriv'd  of  reft, 
■«  That  fall  like  damps  by  moon-fhine  on  the  bread." 
Here  from  the  mind  the  prolpecls  leem  to  wear, 
And  leave  the  couchYi  deiign  appearing  bare;  210 

And  now  no  more  the  fhepherd  hugs  his  bill, 
But  fmgs  the  fov'reign  Lord's  protection  ftill: 
For  as  he  fees  the  night  prepar'd  to  come 
On  wings  of  ev'ning,  he  prepares  for  home, 
And  in  the  long  thus  adds  ableffing  more,  215 

To  what  the  thought  within  the  figure  bore : 
M  Eternal  Gocdncfs  manifeftly  ftill 
"  Preferves  my  foul  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
•«  Ends  all  my  days  as  all  my  days  begin, 
*c  And  keeps  my  goings-out  and  comings-in."       220 

Her.e  think  the  finking  fun  defcends  apace, 
And  from  thy  firft  attempt,  my  Fancy!   ceafe j 
Here  bid  the  ruddy  fhepherd  quit  the  plain, 
And  to  the  fold  return  his  nocks  again. 
Go,  left  the  lion  or  the  fhagged  bear  225 

Thy  tender  lambs  with  lavage  hunger  tear, 
Tho'  neither  bear  nor  lion  match  thy  might, 
When  in  their  rage  they  ftood  revealM  to  light  j 
Go,  left  thy  wanton  fheep,  returning  home, 
Should,  as  they  pais,  thro'  doubtful  darknefs  roam  j 
Go,  ruddy  Youth!   to  Beth'lem  turn  thy  way,        231 
On  Beth'lem's  road  conclude  the  parting  day. 

Methinks  he  gees  a;  twilight  leads  tr,e  night, 
And  fees  the  crefcent  rife  with  filver  light  j 
His  words  confider  all  the  fparkiing  mow  235 

With  which  the  ft ara  in  golden  order  glow. 
O 
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"  And  what  is  man/'  he  cries,  "  that  thus  thy  kind, 
is  Thy  wondrous  Jove,  has  ledg'd  him  in  thy  mind  ? 
4<  For  him  they  glitter  ;  him  the  beafts  of  prey, 
(i  That  fcaremy  fheep,  and  theie  my  fheep,  obey,    24.0 
ct  O  Lord  !  our  Lord!  with  how  defeiv'd  a  fame 
*f  Does  earth  record  the  glories  of  thy  name!''' 
Then,  as  he  thus  devoutly  walks  along, 
And  finds  the  road  has  firufh'd  with  the  fong, 
He  fings  with  lifted  hands  and  lifted  eyes,  145 

"  Be  this,  my  God!  an  ev'ning  facrifice." 

But  now  the  lowly  dales,  the  trembling  groves, 
O'er  which  the  whilper'd  breeze  ferenely  roves, 
Leave  all  the  courfe  of  working  fancy  clear, 
Or  only  grace  another  fubjecl  here  j  230 

For  in  my  purpofe  new  defigns  arife, 
Whole  brightening  images  engage  mine  eyes  : 
Then  here,  my  Verfe  !   thy  louder  accents  raife, 
Thy  theme  thro'  lofty  paths  of  glory  trace  j 
Call  forth  his  honours  in  imperial  throngs,  255 

And  ltrive  to  touch  his  more  exalted  longs. 

While  yet  in  humble  vales  his  harp  he  fining, 
While  yet  he  follow'd  after  ewes  with  young, 
Eternal  Wifdom  chofe  him  for  his  own, 
And  from  the  flock  advanced  him  to  the  throne,     260 
That  there  his  upright  heart  and  prudent  hand, 
With  more  dillinguifh'd  (kill  and  high  command, 
Might  act  the  fhepherd  in  a  noble  fphcre, 
And  take  his  nation  into  regal  care. 
He  could  of  mercy  then  and  jufhee  fing,  265 

Tliofe  radiant  virtues  that  adorn  a  king, 
That  make  his  reign  blaze  forth  with  bright  renown, 
Bevend  tho/e  gems  whole  fplendour  decks  a  crown  j 
That,  fixing  ueace  by  temper'd  love  and  fear, 
Make  plains  abound,  and  barren  mountains  bear:     270 
"  To  thee  to  whom  thele  attributes  belong, 
**  To  thee,  my  God  !"  he  efy'rf,  "  I  fend  my  fong  5 
«*  To  thee,  from  whom  my  regal  glory  came, 
"  I  iii'g  the  forms  in  which  my  court  I  frame  j 
•>*  Affiit  the  models,  oi   imperfect  fkill,  275 

"  O  tome  with  lkcred  aid,  and  fix  my  will ! 
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"  A  wife  behaviour  in  my  private  ways, 
<c  And  all  my  foul  difpos'd  to  public  peace, 
«'  Shall  daily  ftrive  to  Jet  my  i\ibje£ts  fee 
*<  A  per  feci  pattern  how  to  Uve  in  me.  280 

«<  Still  will  I  think,  as  ftill  my  glories  rife, 
*l  To  fet  no  wicked  thing  before  mine  eyes  ; 
«  Nor  will  I  chufe  the  favourites  of 
"  Among  thole  men  that  have  incuri 
**  Whofe  vice  but  makes  them  f<  .'  gr 

«'  '  Tis  time  that  all  whofe  froward  rage  of  heart     aS€ 
*<  Would  vex  my  realm,  mail  from  my  realm  depart  j 
"  'Tis  time  that  all  whofe  private  fland'ring  lie 
"  Leads  judgment  faifely,  mall  by  judgment  die; 
**  And  time  the  great,  who  loofe  the  reins  to  pride, 
*«  Shall  with  neglect  and  fcorn  be  laid  afide:  291 

*«  But  o'er  the  tracts  that  my  commands  obey, 
*{  I'll  fend  my  light  with  (harp-difarming  ray; 
*«  Thro'  dark  retreats,  where  humble  minds  abide, 
*<  Thro'  (hades  of  peace,  where  modcil  tempers  hide, 
«<  To  find  the  good  that  may  fupport  my  Itate,       296 
*<  And  having  found  them,  then  to  make  them  great : 
*'  My  voice  (hall  raife  them  from  the  lonely  ceil, 
*«  With  me  to  govern,  and  with  me  to  dwell ; 
«'  My  voice  (hall  Flatt'ry  and  Deceit  dilgrace,        300 
£<  And  in  their  room  exalted  Virtue  place; 
<<  Tint  with  an  early  care  and  itedfalt  hand 
cC  The  wicked  periih  from  the  faithful  land." 
When  on  the  throne  he  fat  in  calm  repofe, 
And  with  a  royal  hope  his  offspring  roie,  305 

His  prayers,  anticipating  time,  reveal 
Their  deep  concernment  for  the  public  weal  j 
Upon  a  good  forecalted  thought  they  run, 
For  common  blcffings  in  the  king  begun ; 
For  rightroufnefs  and  judgment  ftnCtiy  fair,  310 

"Which  from  the  king  defcends  upon  his  heir  : 
So  when  his  life  and  all  his  labour  ceafe, 
Then  reign  fucceeding  brings  fucceeding  peace'j 
So  itill  the  poor  (hall  rind  impartial  laws, 
And  orphans  ftill  a  guardian  of  their  caufe  5  315 

O  » 
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And  ftern  Oppreflion  have  its  galling  yoke 

And  rabid  teeth  of  prey  to  pieces  broke : 

Then  wond'ring  at  the  glories  of  his  way, 

His  friends  (hall  love,  his  daunted  foes  obey; 

For  peaceful  commerce  neighboring  kings  apply,    310 

And  with  great  prefents  court  the  grand  ally. 

For  him  rich  gums  (hall  fweet  Arabia  bear, 

For  him  rich  Sheba  mines  of  gold  prepare; 

Him  Tharfis,  him  the  foreign  ifles,  mall  greet, 

And  ev'ry  nation  bend  beneath  his  feet.  3-15 

And  thus  his  honours  far  extended  grow 

The  type  of  great  Mefliah's  reign  below. 

But  worldly  realms,  that  in  his  accents  mine, 
Are  left  beneath  the  full  advanced  defign, 
When  thoughts  ot  empire  in  the  mind  increafe      330 
O'er  all  the  limits  that  determine  place, 
If  thus  the  monarch's  rifing  fancy  move 
To  fearch  for  more  unbounded  realms  above, 
In  which  celeftial  courts  the  King  maintains, 
And  o'er  the  valt  extent  of  Nature  reigns j  335 

He  then  defcribes,  in  elevated  words, 
His  Ifrael's  fhepherd  as  the  Lord  of  lords. 
How  bright  between  the  cherubims  he  fits  ! 
What  dazzling  iuftre  all  his  throne  emits ! 
How  righteouihefs,  with  judgment  join'd,  fupport  340 
The  regal  feat,  and  dignify  the  court ; 
How  faireft  Honour  and  majeftk  State 
The  Pretence  grace,  and  Strength  and  Beauty  wait  1 
What  glittering  minifters  around  him  ftand, 
To  fly  like  winds  or  flames  at  his  command  !  345 

How  fare  the  beams,  on  which  his  palace  rife, 
Are  fet  in  waters  rais'd  above  the  fkies! 
How  wide  the  ikies  like  outfpread  curtains  fly, 
To  veil  majeftic  light  from  human  eye ! 
Or  lorm'd  the  wide-expanded  vaults  above,  350 

'  Where  ftorms  are  bounded  tho'  they  feem  to  rove  j 
Where  fire,  and  hail,  and  vapour,  lb  fulfil 
The  wile  intentions  of  their  Maker's  will! 
How  well  'tis  feen  the  great  Eternal  mind 
£ides  on  the  clouds,  and  walks  upon  the  wind  !      355 
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O  wondrous  Lord!  how  bright  thy  glories  mine 
The  heav'ns  declare  !  for  what  they  beaft  is  thine  j 
And  yon  blue  tracf,  enrich'd  with  orbs  of  light, 
In  all  its  handywork  difpiays  thy  might! 

Again  the  monarch  touch 'd  another  itrain,  360 

Another  province  claim'' d  his  verie  again, 
Where  goodnefs  infinite  has  fix'd  a  lvvay, 
Whole  outltretch'd  limits  are  the  bounds  of  day. 
Beneath  this  empire  of  extended  air, 
Yet  ftill  in  reach  of  Providence's  care,  365 

God  plac'd  the  rounded  earth  with  ltedraft  hand, 
And  bid  the  baiis  ever  firmly  ltand  ; 
He  bid  the  mountains  from  confuuon's  he3ps 
Exalt  their  lumrmts  and  aflame  their  (ha  pes  } 
He  bid  the  waters  like  a  garment  fpread,  370 

To  form  large  feas,  and  as  he  fpake  they  fled: 
His  voice,  his  thunder,  made  the  waves  obey, 
And  forvvard'haiten  till  they  form'd  the  fea  j 
Then,  left  with  lawlefs  rage  the  [urges  roar,  374. 

He  mark'd  their  bounds,  and  girt  them  in  with  fhoie: 
He  fiil'd  the  land  with  brooks,  that  trembling  lt.ai, 
Thro'  winding  hills,  along  the  flow'ry  vaje, 
To  which  the-  beaits  that  graze  the  vale  retreat 
For  ccol  refreshings  in  the  fummer's  heat ; 
While  pefch-'d  in  leaves  upon  the  tender  iprays        380 
The  bn els  around  their  finging  voices  raiie. 
He  makes  the  vapours,  which  he  taught  to  fly, 
Forfake  the  chambers  of  the  clouds  on  high  ; 
And  golden  harveit,  rich  with  ears  of  grain, 
And  i'piry  blades  of  grafs,  adorn  the  plain,  3*5 

And  grapes  luxuriant  cheer  the  fUil  with  wine, 
And  ointment  ilied  to  make  the  viiage  mine; 
Th.ro1  trunks  of  trees  fermenting  iap  proceeds, 
To  feed  and  tinge  the  living  boughs  it  feeds  ; 
So  moots  the  hr,  where  airy  dorks  abide,  390 

So  cedar,  Lebanon's  afpiring  pride, 
Whole  birds,  by  God's  appointment  in  their  neft, 
With  green  furrounded,  lie  fecure  of  reft. 
Where  i'mall  mcreafe  the  barren  mountains  givr, 
There  kines  adapted  to  the  feeding  live;  395 
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There  flocks  of  goats  in  healthy  paftures  browfe, 
And  in  their  rocky  entrails  jabbits  houfe. 
Where  forefts  thick  with  fhrubs  entangled  {land, 
Untrod  the  roads,  and  defolate  the  land, 
There  clofe  in  coverts  hide  the  beafts  of  prey,         4c o 
Till  heavy  darknefs  creeps  upon  the  day, 
Then  roar  with  Hunger's  voice,  and  range  abroad, 
And  in  their  method  leek  their  meat  from  Godj 
And  when  the  dawning  edge  of  eaftern  air 
Begins  to  purple,  to  their  dens  repair.  405 

Man  next  fucceeding,  from  the  fweetrepofe 
Of  downy  beds  to  work  appointed  goes : 
When  firft  the  morning  fees  the  rifing  fun, 
He  fees  their  labours  both  at  once  begun  ; 
And  night  returning  with  its  ftarry  train,  41© 

Perceives  their  labours  done  at  once  again. 
O  manifold  in  works,  fupremely  wife, 
How  well  thy  gracious  ilore  the  world  fupplies! 
How  all  thy  creatures  on  thy  goodnefs  call, 
And  that  be  (tows  a  dvie  fupport  for  all  I  415 

When  from  an  open  hand  thy  favours  flow, 
Rich  Bounty  Hoops  to  vifitus  below; 
When  from  thy  hand  no  more  thy  favours  ftream, 
Back  to  the  duft  we  turn  from  whence  we  came; 
And  when  thy  Spirit  gives  the  vital  heat,  430 

A  fure  fucceflion  keeps  the  kinds  complete  5 
The  propagated  feeds  their  forms  retain, 
And  all  the  face  of  earth's  renew'd  again. 
Thus,  as  you've  feen  th'  effeft  reveal  the  caufe, 
Is  Nature's  Ruler  known  in  Nature's  iaws  ;  425 

Thus  (till  his  pow'r  is  o'er  the  world  difplay'd, 
And  ftill  rejoices  in  the  world  he  made : 
The  Lord  he  reigns,  the  King  of  kings  is  Kingj 
Let  nations  prai/e,  and  praifes  learn  to  fing. 

My  veriies  here  may  change  their  ftyle  again,        4;.© 
And  trace  the  Pialmift  in  another  ftrain  ; 
Where  all  his  foul  the  foldier's  fpirit  warms, 
And  to  the  mufrc  fits  the  found  of  arms, 
Where  brave  difoider  does  in  numbers  dwell, 
And  artful  number  fpeaks  diforder  well.  435 
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Arife,  my  Genius!  and  attempt  the  praife 
Of  dreaded  pow'r  and  perilous  eflays, 
And  where  his  accents  are  too  nobly  great, 
Like  diftant  echoes  give  the  faint  repeat ; 
For  who  like  him,  with  enterprifing  pen,  44* 

Can  paint  the  Lord  of  Hofts  in  wrath  with  men, 
Or  with  juft  images  of  tuneful  lay- 
Set  all  his  terrors  in  their  fierce  array  ? 
He  comes !  the  tumult  of  difcording  fpheres, 
The  quiv'ring  mocks  of  earth,  coniefs  their  fears;  445 
Thick,  fmoke  precede,  and  bia(ts  of  angry  breath, 
That  kindle  dread-devouring  flames  of  death. 
He  comes !  the  firmament  with  difmal  night 
Bows  down,  and  feems  to  fall  upon  the  light  ; 
The  darkling  mifts  inwrap  his  head  around,  450 

The  waters  deluge,  and  the  tempefts  found, 
While  on  the  cherub's  purple  wings  he  flies, 
And  plants  his  black  pavilion  in  the  fkies. 
He  comes  !  the  clouds  remove,  the  rattling  hail 
Lefcending,  bounds  and  lcatters  o'er  the  vale  j       455 
His  voice  is  heard,  his  thunder  fpeaks  his  ire, 
His  lightning  blafts  with  blue  fulphureous  fire  j 
His  brandinYd  bolts  with  fwift  commifTion  go 
To  puni/h  man's  rebellious  acts  below  j 
His  Item  rebukes  lay  deeped  ocean  bare,  460 

And  folid  earth  by  wide  eruption  tear; 
Then  glares  the  naked  gulph  with  difmal  ray, 
And  then  the  dark  foundations  fee  the  day. 
O  God  !   let  mercy  this  thy  war  afiu?.ge  ; 
Alas!  no  mortal  can  fuftain  thy  rage  ;  465 

While  I  but  ftrive  the  dire  effects  to  tell, 
And  on  another's  words  attentive  dwell, 
Confufing  paillons  in  my  bofom  roll, 
And  all  in  tumult  work  the  troubled  foul; 
Remorfe  with  pity,  fear  with  forrow,  blend,  47© 

And  I  but  Rrive  in  vain.  My  Verfe !  defcend, 
To  lefs  afpiring  paths  direct  thy  flight, 
Tho1  ftill  the  lefs  may  more  than  match  thy  might, 
While  I  to  fecond  agents  tune  the  firings, 
And  Ifrael's  warrior  Ifrael's  battles  fings ;  475 
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Great  warrior  he !  and  great  to  ting  of  war, 
Whofe  lines  (if  ever  lines  prevail'd  fb  far) 
Might  pitch  the  tents,  compofe  the  ranks  anew, 
To  combat  found,  and  bring  the  toil  to  view. 
O  Nation  !  moil  fecurely  rais'd  in  name,  480 

Whofe  fair  records  he  wrote  for  exile's  fame  j 
O  Nation !  ott'  victorious  o'er  thy  foes, 
At  once  thy  conquefts  and  thy  thanks  he  mows : 
For  thus  he  lung  the  realms  that  mult  be  thine, 
And  made  thee  thus  confefs  an  aid  divine.  485 

"  When  Mercy  lookM,  the  wa*/es  perceiv'd  its  /'way, 
«<  And  Ifrael  pafs'd  the  deep-divided  lea: 
"  When  Mercy  fpake  it,  haughty  Pharaoh's  hoft, 
"  And  haughty  Pharaoh,  by  the  waves  were  toil : 
*'  When  Mercy  led  us  thro'  the  defert  land,  490 

"  We  reach'd  the  borders  of  the  Promis'd  Land ; 
*«  Then  all  the  kings  their  gatherM  armies  brought, 
**  And  all  thofe  kings  by.  Mercy's  help  we  fought : 
"  There  with  their  monarch  Amor's  people  bleed, 
"  For  God  was  gracious,  and  the  Tribes  fucceed  :  495 
**  There  monft'rous  Ogg  was  fell'd  on  Bafan's  plain, 
c(  For  God  was  gracious  to  the  Tribes  again. 
"  At  length  their  yoke  the  realms  of  Canaan  feelt 
tc  And  Ifrael  fings  that  God  is  gracious  ftill." 

Nor  has  the  warlike  prince  alone  enroll'd  500 

The  wondrous  feats  their  fathers  did  of  old  j 
His  own  emblazon'd  a£ls  adorn  his  lays, 
Theletoo  may  challenge  jult  returns  of  praife. 
««  My  God!"  he  cries,  **  my  furetl  rock  of  might, 
*c  My  truft  in  dangers,  and  my  lhield  in  fight,        505 
"  Thy  matchlefs  bounties  I  with  gladnefs  own, 
*'  Nor  find  afliftance  but  from  thee  alone: 
"  Thy  ftrength  is  armour,  and  my  path  fuccefs  j 
"  No  pow'r  like  thee  can  thus  fecurely  blels  : 
*'  When  troops  united  would  arrelt  my  courfe,        510 
"  I  break  their  riles,  and  thro*  their  order  force. 
*'  When  in  their  towns  they  keep,  my  fiege  I  term, 
M  And  leap  the  battlements,  and  lead  the  fkorm  i 
"  And  when  in  camps  abroad  intrench'd  they  lie, 
"  As  i'wift  as  hinds  in  chafe  I  bound  on  high.        515 
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€t  My  ftrenuous  arms  thou  teached  how  to  kill, 
*'  And  map  in  (under  temper'd  bows  of  fteel ; 
"  My  moving  footiteps  are  enlarged  by  thee, 
"  And  kept  from  i'nares  of  planned  ambufh  free  j 
"  And  when  my  foes  tor  fake  the  field  of  fight,       5x0 
w  Then  flufh'd  with  conqueft  I  purfue  their  flight: 
01  In  vain  their  fears,  that  almoft  reach  defpair, 
u  The  trembling  wretches  from  mine  anger  bear  ; 
"  As  fvvift  as  fear  briik  warmth  of  conqueft  goes, 
w  And  at  my  feet  dejects  the  wounded  foes  :  525 

*'  For  help  they  call,  but  find  their  helpers  gone, 
"  For  God's  again  fl  them,  and  I  drive  them  on, 
"  As  whirling  dull  in  airy  tumult  fly 
"  Before  the  temped  that  involves  the  (ky, 
"  And  in  my  rage'i  unavoided  fway  530 

"  I  tread  their  necks  like  abject  heaps  of  clay." 
The  warrior  thus  in  fong  his  deeds  exprefs'd, 
Nor  vainly  boafted  what  he  but  confefs'd, 
While  warlike  actions  were  proclaim'd  abroad, 
That  all  their  praifes  mould  refer  to  God.  535 

And  here,  to  make  this  bright  defign  arife 
In  fairer  fplendour  to  the  nation's  eyes, 
From  private  valour  he  converts  his  lays, 
For  yet  the  pubiic  claim'd  attempts  of  praife, 
And  public  conquefts,  where  they  jointly  fought,    540 
Thus  (land  recorded  by  reflecting  thought. 
*•  God  fent  his  Samuel  from  his  holy  feat 
"  To  bear  the  promife  of  my  future  ftate, 
"  And  I  rejoicing  fee  the  Tribes  fulfil 
"  The  promis'd  purpofe  of  Almighty  will.  545 

"  Subjected  Sichem,  fweet  Samaria's  plain, 
44  And  Succoth's  valleys,  have  confefs'd  my  reign  j 
"  Remoter  Gilead's  hilly  tracts  obey, 
"  Manaffeh's  parted  lands  accept  my  fway ; 
"  Strong  Ephraim's  ions,  and  Epnraim's  ports,  are 
mine,  550 

6t  And  mine  the  throne  of  princely  Judah's  line; 
"  Then  fince  my  people  with  my  ftandard  go, 
"  To  bring  the  (hength  of  adverfe  empire  low, 
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(<  Let  Moab's  foil,  to  vile  iub;eclion  brought, 
"  With  groans  declare  how  well  our  ranks  have  fought; 
"  Let  vanquifrVd  Edom  bow  its  humbled  head,      556 
"  And  tell  how  pompous  on  its  pride  I  tread. 
*c  And  now,  Philiitia!   with  thy  conqu'rirsg  hod, 
"  Difmay'd  and  broke,  of  conquei'd  Iiiael  boalt ; 
€l  But  if  a  feer  of  Rabbah  yet  remain  560 

*f  On  Johemaan's  hill  cr  Anion's  plain, 
<f  Lead  forth  our  armies,  Lord  !   regard  cur  pray'r ; 
"  Lead,  Lord  of  Battles!   and  we'll  conquer  there/* 
As  this  the  warrior  fpake  his  heart  arofe, 
And  thus  with  grateful  turn  perforiiTd  the  clofe:   565 
fi  Tho'  men  to  men  their  belt  aihilance  lend, 
*s  Yet  men  alone  will  but  in  vain  befriend : 
"  Thro'  God  we  work  exploits  of  high  renown  5 
**  'Tis  God  that  treads  our  great  oppofcrs  down.1* 

Hear  now  the  praile  of  well  difputed  fields,         570 
The  belt  return  victorious  honour  yields  j 
9Tis  common  good  reltor"d,  when  Jovely  Peace 
Is  join'd  with  Righteoufnefs  in  Itnct  embrace. 
Hear,  all  ye  Viclors  \  what  your  fword  iecures  5 
Hear,  all  you  Nations  !  for  the  caufe  is  yours  j       575 
And  when  the  joyful  trumpets  loudly  found, 
When  groaning  captives  in  their  ranks  are  bound, 
When  pillars  lift  the  bloody  plumes  in  air, 
And  broken  (hafts  and  batter'd  armour  bear  j 
When  painted  arches  a£ls  of  war  relate,  580 

When  (low  proceflion's  pomps  augment  the  (late  ; 
When  Fame  relates  their  worth  among  the  throng, 
Thus  take  from  David  their  triumphant  long. 
*'  Oh!  clap  your  hands  together  j   oh!  rejoice 
"  In  God  with  Melody's  exalted  voice  ;  $8j 

t*  Your  facred  pfalm  within  his  dwelling  raife, 
"  And  for  a  pure  oblation  offer  praile, 
M  For  the  rich  goodnefs  plentifully  (hows 
*'  He  profpers  our  defign  upon  our  foes. 
"  Then  hither,  all  ye  Nations !  hither  run,  550 

"  Behold  the  wonders  which  the  Lord  has  done  j 
*'  Behold  with  what  a  mind,  the  heap  of  (lain, 
"  He  fpreads  the  fanguine  furface  of  the  piain# 
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*c  He  rr.akes  the  wars  that  mad  Confufion  hurl'd 
!*  Be  fpent  in  victories  and  ieave  the  world  j  595 

"  He  breaks  the  bended  bows,  the  fpears  of  ire, 
"  And  burns  the  fhatter'd  chariots  in  the  fire, 
««  And  bids  the  realms  be  ltill,  the  tumult  ceafe, 
M  And  know  the  Lord  of  war  for  Lord  of  peace. 
«'  Now  may  the  tender  youth  in  goodnefs  rile,         600 
*<  Beneath  the  guidance  of  their  parents'  ey>.s, 
■«  As  tall  young  poplars  when  the  ranger's  nigh, 
«  To  watch  their  riiings  left  they  ftioot  awry. 
■«  Now  may  the  beauteous  daughters,  bred  with  care, 
«<  In  modelt  rules  and  pious  acls  of  fear,  605 

"  Like  poliuYd  corners  of  the  Temple  be, 
**  So  bright,  fofpotlefs,  and  fo  fit  for  thee: 
"  Now  may  the  various  feafonsblcfs  the  foil, 
*'  And  plenteous  gardY.ers  pay  the  ploughman's  toil ; 
■«  Now  fhtep  and  kine  upon  the  flow'ry  meads        6 to 
"  Increaie  in  thoufands  and  ten  thoufand  heads  ; 
«'  And  now  no  more  the  found  of  grief  complains 
"  For  thole  that  fail  in  fight  or  live  in  chains  : 
*'  Here,  when  the  bleflings  are  proclaim'd  aloud, 
•*  Join  all  the  voices  of  the  thankful  crowd  j  615 

*{  Let  ali  that  feel  them  thus  confeis  their  part, 
*'  Thus  own  their  worth  with  one  united  heart. 
"  Happy  the  realm  which  God  vouchfafes  to  blefs 
"  With  all  the  glories  of  a  bright  fuccefs  ! 
*l  And  happy  thrice  the  realm,  if  thus  he  pleafe      620 
■'  To  crown  thoie  glories  with  thefweets  of  eafej 
il  From  warfare  finifh'd,  on  a  chain  of  thought 
«*  To  bright  attempts  of  future  rapture  wrought; 
i(  Yet  itrongcr,   yet  thy  pinions  fhonger  raii'e, 
!«  Oh  Fancy  !   reigning  in  the  pow'i  ot  lays  ;  625 

"  For  Men's  Hili  thine  airy  couries  hold, 
«'  '  ivvas  there  thy  David  propheiyM  of  old, 
"  And  there  devout  m  contemplation  lit, 
"  In  holy  vilion  and  ecltatic  fit.'' 

Methinks  I  leem  to  feel  t.he  charm  begin,  630  ' 

Now  lweet  contentment  tunes  my  foul  within  j 
Now  wondrous  loft  arilir.g  muiic  plays, 
And  new  iuIj  founds  upon  the  fenie  mcieafe  j 
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Fit  David's  lyre,  his  artful  fingers  move 
To  court  the  Spirit  from  the  realms  above,  63$ 

And  pleas'd  to  come  where  Holinefs  attends, 
The  courted  Spirit  from  above  defcends: 
Hence  on  the  lyre  and  voice  new  graces  reft, 
And  bright  prophetic  forms  enlarge  the  breaft  j 
Hence  firm  degrees  his  myftic  hymns  relate,  64.0 

AfhVd  in  heavVs  adamantine  gate, 
The  glories  of  the  mod  important  age, 
And  Chriil's  blefs'd  empire  feen  by  fure  prefage. 

When,  in  a  diftant  view,  with  inward  eyes, 
He  fees  the  Son  defcending  from  the  fkies,  64.5 

To  take  the  form  of  man  for  mankind's  fake, 
'Tis  thus  he  makes  the  great  Mefliah  fpeak  ; 
«'  It  is  not,  Father  \  blood  of  bullocks  llain 
M  Can  cleanfe  the  world  from  uniyerfal  ftain; 
"  Such  off 'rings  are  not  here  requir'd  by  thee,        650 
"  But  point  at  mine,  and  leave  the  work  for  me : 
«'  To  perfecl  which,  as  fervants'  ears  they  drill, 
u  In  fign  of  op'ning  to  their  mafters'  will, 
"  Thy  will  would  open  mine,  and  have  me  bear 
"  My  lignof  miniftry,  the  body  there.  655 

'*  Prophetic  volumes  of  our  ftate  afiign 
««  The  world's  redemption  as  an  act  of  mine. 
"  And,  lo!  with  cheerful  and  obedient  heart 
fi  I  come,  my  Father!  to  perform  my  part." 
So  fpake  the  Son,  and  left  his  throne  above,  660 

When  wings  to  bear  him  were  prepar'd  by  Love, 
When  with  their  Monarch  on  the  great  defcent 
Sweet  Humblenels  and  gentle  Patience  went  j 
Fair  lifters  both  !   both  blefs'd  in  his  efteem, 
And  both  appointed  here  to  wait  on  him.  665 

But  now  before  the  prophet's  raviih'd  eyes 
Succeeding  profpe&s  of  his  life  arife, 
And  here  he  teaches  all  the  world  to  iing 
Thole  ftrains  in  which  the  nation  own'd  him  king; 
When  bought  as  at  an  holy  feaft,  they  bear,      °  670 
To  mew  tiie  Godhead  manifefted  there, 
And  garments,  as  a  mark  of  glory,  ftrow'd, 
Dcclai-'d  a  Prince  proclaira'd  upon  the  read. 
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4c  This  day  the  Lord  hath  made  we  will  employ 

*'  In  longs,"  he  cries,  "  and  confecrate  to  joy.       675 

«<  Hofannah,  Lord  !  hofannah,  fhed  thy  peace, 

"  Hofannah  long-expec~ling  nations'  grace  ; 

,c  Oh!  blefs'd  in  Honour's  height  triumphant,  thou 

"  That  watt  to  come,  oh!  blels  thy  people  now." 

'Twere  eafy  dwelling  here  with  fix'd  delight,      6 So 
And  much  the  fweet  engagement  of  the  fight  j 
But  fleeting  vifions  each  on  other  throng, 
And  change  the  muiic,  and  demand  the  Jong. 
Ah!  mufic  chang'd  by  fadly- moving  mow! 
Ah!   fong  demanded  in  excels  of  woe !  685 

For  what  was  all  the  gracious  Saviour's  flay, 
Whilfl:  here  he  trod  in  life's  encumber'd  way, 
But  troubled  patience,  perfecuted  breath, 
Neglected  forrows,  and  afflicting  death  ? 
Approach,  ye  Sinners  !  think  the  garden  fliows      69O 
His  bloody  fweat  of  full  ariling  throes  ; 
Approach  his  grief,  and  hear  him  thus  complain, 
Thro'  David's  perfon,  and  in  David's  flrain : 

"  Oh,  fave  me,  God  !  thy  floods  about  me  roll, 
"  Thy  wrath  divine  hath  cverflow'd-my  foul  j        695 
tf  I  come  at  length  where  riling  waters  drown, 
tl  And  fink  in  deep  affliction  deeply  down. 
if  Deceitful  fnares,  to  bring  me  to  the  dead, 
"  Lie  ready  plac'd  in  every  path  I  tread} 
"  And  hell  itfelf,  with  all  that  hell  contains,  700 

"  Of  fiends  accursM,  and  dreadful  change  of  pains, 
"  To  daunt  firm  will,  and  crofs  the  good  defign'J, 
■'  With  ftror.g  temptations  fallen  on  the  mind." 
Such  grief,  Inch  lorrows,  in  amazing  view, 
Dillracled  fears  and  heaviness  purfue.  705 

Ye  Sages  !  deeply  read  in  human  frame, 
The  paffions'  caufes,  and  their  wild  extreme, 
Where  mov'd  an  object  more  oppos'd  to  blifs  ? 
What  other  agony  could  equal  his? 

The  mufic  It il  1  proceeds  with  mournful  airs,       710 
And  Ipeaks  the  dangers  as  it  fpeaks  the  fears. 
<{  Oh  !  facred  Preience!  from  the  Son  withdrawn  j 
u  Oh  !  God;  mv  Father,  whither  art  thou  gone  i 
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Oh!  mnft  my  foul  bewail  tormenting  pain, 
And  all  my  words  of  anguiih  fall  in  vain  ?  715 

The  trouble's  near  in  which  my  life  will  end. 
But  none  is  near  that  will  afTirtance  lend; 
Like  Bafan  bulls  my  foes  againif.  me  throng, 
So  proud,  inhuman,  numberleis,  and  itrong  j 
Like  defert  lions  on  their  prey  they  go,  720 

So  much  their  fierce  deiire  of  blood  they  mow; 
As  ploughers  wound  the  ground  they  tore  my  back, 
And  long  deep  furrows  manifeff,  the  track  : 
They  picrc'd  my  tender  hands,  my  tender  feet,  724 
And  caus'd  fhaip  pangs  where  neives  in  numbers 

meet ; 
Rich  Itreams  of  life  forfake  my  rended  veins, 
And  fall  like  water  fpik  upon  the  plains  ; 
My  bones,  that  us'd  in  hollow  feats  to  dole, 
Disjoint  with  anguifh  of  convulfive  throes  j 
My  mourning  heart  is  melted  in  my  frame,  730 

As  wax  dilfolving  runs  before  a  flame  j 
My  if  length  dries  up,  my.flefli  the  moifture  leaves^ 
Ar.d  on  my  tongue  my  clammy  palate  cleaves. 
Alas  !   I  thirff  ;  alas  !  for  drink  I  call ; 
For  drink  they  give  me  vinegar  and  gall.  735 

To  fportful  game  the  lavage  foldiers  go, 
And  for  my  vefture  on  my  vefture  throw ; 
While  all  deride  who  fee  me  thus  forlorn, 
And  moot  their  lips,  and  (hake  their  heads,  in  fcorn  : 
And  with  deipiteful  jeft,  Behold,  they  cry,         740 
The  great  peculiar  darling  of  the  iky  ; 
He  mined  God  would  lave  his  foul  from  woe, 
Now  God  may  have  him  if  he  loves  him  lb. 
But  to  the  dult  of  death  by  quick  decay 
I  come  ;  O  Father!   be  not  long  away."  745 

And  was  it  thus  the  Prince  of  lite  was  llain  ? 

And  was  it  thus  he  dy'd  for  worthlels  men  ? 

Yes,  blcfi'ed  Jeius!  thus  in  ev'ry  line 

Theie  luff' rings  which  the  prophet  fpake  were  thine. 
Come,  Chrifcian  !   to  the  corpfe  in  fpirit  come,   750 

And  with  true  iigns  of  grief  iunour.d  the  tomu  : 
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Upon  the  threshold- ftone  let  Sin  be  flain, 
Such  facrifice  will  beft  avenge  his  pain. 
JBring  thither  then  repentance,  fighs,  and  tears, 
Bring  mortify'd  defires,  bring  holy  fears,  755 

And  earnett  pray'r,  exprefs'd  from  thoughts  that  roll 
Thro'  broken  mind  and  groanings  of  the  foul  j 
Thefe  fcatter  on  his  herfe,  and  fo  prepare 
Thofe  obfequies  the  Jews  deny'd  him  there, 
While  in  your  hearts  the  flames  of  love  may  burn,  760 
To  drefs  the  vault,  like  lamps  in  facred  urn  : 
There  oft1,  my  Soul !   in  fuch  a  grateful  way 
Thine  humbled:  homage  with  the  godly  pay. 

But  David  itrikes  the  founding  chords  anew, 
And  to  thy  fh  ft  defign  recalls  thy  view  j  765 

From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life,  he  flies. 
And  (till  pur(ues  his  object  in  his  eyes, 
And  here  recounts,  in  more  enliven'd  fong, 
The  facred  Prefence,  not  abfented  long. 
The  fleih  not  fuffer'd  in  the  grave  to  dwell,  770 

The  foul  not  fuffer'd  to  remain  in  hell  j 
But  as  the  conqueror,  fatigu'd  in  war 
With  hot  purfuit  of  enemies  afar, 
Reclines  to  drink  the  torrent  gliding  by, 
Then  lifts  his  looks  to  repolTefs  the  iky  j  775 

So  bow'd  the  Son  in  life's  uneaiy  road, 
With  anxious  toil,  and  thorny  danger  itrow'd  j 
So  bow'd  the  Son,  but  not  to  find  relief, 
But  tafte  the  deep  imbitter'd  floods  of  grief  j 
So  when  he  tailed  thefe  he  rais'd  his  head,  780 

And  left  the  fable  manfions  of  the  dead, 
Ere  mould'ring  time  conium'd  the  bones  away, 
Or  flow  corruption's  worms  had  work'd  decay  j 
Here  Faith's  foundations  all  the  foul  employ, 
With  fpringing  graces,  fpnnging  beams  of  joy,      785 
Then  paus'd  the  voice  where  Nature's  ften  to  paufe, 
And  for  a  time  fufpend  her  ancient  laws. 

From  hence  arifmg  as  the  glories  rife 
That  muft  advance  above  the  lofty  ikies, 
He  runs  with  fprightly  fingers  o'er  the  lyre,  739 

And  fills  new  fongs  with  new  cekltiai  fire, 
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In  which  he  (hews,  by  fair  defcription's  ray, 
The  Chrift's  afcenfion  to  the  realms  of  days 
When  Juftice,  pleas'd  with  life  already  paid, 
Unbends  her  brows,  and  fheaths  her  angry  blade,  795 
And  meditates  rewards,  and  will  reftore 
What  Mercy  woo'd  him  to  forfalce  before  ; 
When  on  a  cloud  with  gilded  edge  of  light 
He  rofe  above  the  reach  of  human  fight, 
And  met  the  pomp  that  hung  aloft  in  air,  800 

To  make  his  honours  more  exceeding  fair: 
"  See,"  cries  the  prophet,    "  how  the  chariots  wait 
«'  To  bear  him  upwards  in  triumphant  ftate ; 
"  By  twenty  thoufands  in  unnumber'd  throng, 
tc  And  angels  draw  the  glitt'ring  ranks  along:       805 
«'  The  Lord  amongft  them  fits  in  glory  drefs'd, 
"  Nor  more  the  prelence  Sinai  Mount  confefs'd. 
"  And  now  the  chariots  have  begun  to  fly, 
C{  The  triumph  moves,  the  Lord  afcends  on  high, 
*{  And  Sin  and  Satan,  us'd  to  captive  men,  810 

"  Are  dragg'd  for  captives  in  his  ample  train  j 
"  While,  as  he  goes,  feraphic  circles  fing 
"  The  wondrous  conqued  of  their  wondrous  king} 
*'  With  fhouts  of  joy  their  heav'nly  voices  raife, 
"  And  with  fhrill  trumpets  manifell  his  praife.-"    815 
From  fuch  a  point  of  fuch  exceeding  height, 
A  while  my  Verfes  ftoop  their  airy  flight, 
And  l'eem  for  reft  on  Olivet  to  breathe, 
And  charge  the  two  that  ftand  in  white  beneath, 
That  as  they  move  and  join  the  moving  rear,  820 

Within  their  honour' d  hands  aloft  they  bear 
The  crown  of  thorns,  the  crofs  on  which  he  dy'd, 
The  nails  that  pierc'd  his  limbs,  the  fpear  his  fide ; 
Then  where  kind  Mercy  lays  the  thunder  by, 
Where  Peace  has  hung  great  Michael's  arms  on  high, 
Let  thefe  adorn  his  magazine  above,  8a6 

And  hang  the  trophies  of  victorious  Love, 
Left  man,  by  fuperftitious  mind  entic'd, 
Should  idolize  whatever  touch'd  the  Chrift. 

But  ftill  the  prophet  in  the  fpirit  fears  S30 

To  new  Jerufalem's  imperial  doors } 
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There  fees  and  Hears  the  blefs'd  angelic  throng, 
There  feels  their  mufic,  and  records  their  fong; 
Or,  with  the  virion  warm'd,  attempts  to  write 
For  thofe  inhabitants  of  native  light,  835 

And  teaches  harmony's  diitinguifh'd  parts 
In  tweet  refpondence  of  united  hearts ; 
For  thus  without  might  warbling  angels  ling. 
Their  courfe  containing  on  the  flutter'' d  wing  : 
"  Eternal  Gates !  your  (lately  portals  rear,  840 

<c  Eternal  Gates!  your  ways  of  joy  prepare, 
"  The  King  of  glory  for  admittance  flays  5 
"  He  comes,  he'll  enter  ;  O  prepare  your  ways  I** 
Then  bright  archangels,  that  attend  the  wall, 
Misiht  thus  upon  the  beauteous  order  call;  845 

ft  Ye  Fellow-minifters  !  that  now  proclaim 
t*  Your  King  of  glory,  tell  his  awful  name.'" 
At  which  the  beauteous  order  will  accord. 
And  found  of  folemn  notes  pronounce  the  Lord  ! 
li  The  Lord !    endow'd  with  ilrength,  renown'd   for 
might,  _  850 

tc  With  fpoils  returning  from  the  finifrTd  fight.''' 
Again  with  lays  they  charm  the  facred  gates, 
And  graces  double  while  the  fong  repeats  j 
Again  within  the  facred  guardians  fing, 
And  afk  the  name  of  their  victorious  King  ;  855 

And  then  again  the  Lord's,  the  name  rebounds 
From  tongue  to  tongue,  catch'd  up  in  frequent  rounds,, 

New  thrones  and  pow'rs  appear  to  lift  the  gate, 
And  David  Mill  purfues  their  enter'' d  ftate. 
H  Oh  Prophet!  Father!  whither  woukPft  thou  fly?  860 
e<  Oh,  myftic  Ifraei's  chariot  for  the  iky." 
Thou  facred  Spirit!  what  a  wondrous  height, 
By  thee  fupported,  foars  his  airy  flight ! 
For  glimpfe  of  majeily  divine  is  brought 
Among  the  fhifted  profpects  of  the  thought;  865 

Dread  facred  fight !   I  dare  not  gaze  for  fear, 
But  lit  beneath  the  fingers'  feet,  and  hear, 
And  hold  each  found  that  interrupts  the  mind, 
Thus  in  a  calm  by  pow'r  of  verfe  confin'd. 
P  3 
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Ye  dreadful  minifters  of  God!  diipleas'd,  870 

Let  Malting  tempefts  be  no  longer  rais'd ; 
Ye  deep-mouth'd  thunders  !  leave  your  direful  groan, 
Nor  roll  in  hollow  clouds  around  the  throne, 
The  ftill  fmall  voice  more  juitly  will  exprefs 
How  great  Jehovah  did  the  Lord  addreis.  875 

And  you,  bright  feather'd  choirs  of  endlefs  peace  I 
A  while  from  tuneful  hallelujahs  ceafe ; 
A  while  ftand  fiVd  with  deep  attentive  care, 
You'll  have  the  time  to  fing  for  ever  there  j 
The  royal  Prophet  will  the  filence  break,  S80 

And  in  his  words  Almighty  goodnefs  {peak. 
He  fpake  (and  fmil'd  to  fee  the  bus'nefs  done,) 
**  Thou  art  my  firft,  my  great  begotten  Son  j 
"  Here  on  the  right  of  Majefty  fit  down, 
«  Enjoy  thy  conqueft,  and  receive  thy  crown,        885 
«'  While  I  thy  worfhip  and  renown  complete, 
i{  And  make  thy  foes  the  footftool  of  thy  feet ; 
<c  For  I'll  pronounce  the  long  refolv'd  decree, 
**  My  facred  Sion  be  referv'd  for  thee  j 
<*  From  thence  thy  peaceful  rod  of  pow'r  extend,  899 
«  From  thence  thy  meffenger  of  mercy  fend, 
"  And  teach  thy  vanquifh'd  enemies  to  bow, 
**  And  rule  where  Hell  has  fix'd  an  empire  now : 
*l  Then  ready  nations  to  their  rightful  King 
((  The  free-will  off  'rings  of  their  hearts  (hall  bring, 
11  In  holy  beauties  for  acceptance  drefs'd,  896 

<*  And  ready  nations  be  with  pardon  blefs'd  : 
t(  Meanwhile  thy  dawn  of  truth  begins  the  day, 
(t  Enlighten'd  fubjecls  fhall  increafe  thy  fway 
■'  With  fuch  a  fplendid  and  unnumber'd  train,       900 
tl  As  dews  in  morning  fill  the  grafly  plain. 
«*  This  by  myfeif  I  fwore  ;  the  great  intent 
t€  Has  pail  my  fandlion,  and  I  can't  repent  j 
*'  Thou  art  a  King  and  Prieft  of  peace  below, 
«'  Like  Salem's  monarch,  and  for  ever  io.  905 

<f  Afk  what  thou  wilt,  'tis  thine;  the  Gentiles  claim, 
u  For  thy  poffeflion  take  the  world's  extreme : 
"  The  kings  (hall  rage,  the  parties  ftrive,  in  vain, 
'*  By  perfecuting  rage,  to  break  thy  reign. 
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*«  Thou  art  my  Chrift,  and  they  that  dill  can  be  91* 
"  Rebellious  fubjecls  be  deftroy'd  by  thee. 
"  Bring,  like  the  potter,  to  fevere  decay 
**  Thy  worthlefs  creatures,  found  in  humble  clay. 
"  Then  hear,  ye  Monarchs!   and,  ye  Judges!  hear, 
*'  Rejoice  with  trembling,  ferve  the  Lord  with  fear: 
te  In  his  commands  with  iigns  of  homage  move,    916 
"  And  kifs  the  gracious  offers  of  his  love  : 
<f  Ye  furely  perifh  if  his  anger  flame, 
u  And  only  they  be  blefs'd  that  blefs  his  name." 
Thus  does  the  Chrift  in  David's  anthems  mine,      920 
With  full  magnificence  of  art  divine, 
Then  on  his  lubje&s  gifts  of  grace  beftcw, 
And  fpread  his  image  on  their  hearts  below  ; 
As  when  our  earthly  kings  receive  the  globe. 
The  facred  unclion,  and  the  purple  robe,  925 

And  mount  the  throne  with  golden  glory  crown'd. 
They  fcatter  medals  of  themi'elves  around  j 
There  heav'nly  fingers  clap  their  vary'd  wings, 
And  lead  the  choir  of  ali  created  things, 
Relate  his  glory's  everlafting  prime,  930 

His  fame  continued  with  the  length  of  time, 
Where'er  the  fun  mail  dart  a  gilded  beam, 
Or  changing  moons  djffuie  the  filver'd  gleam, 
Where'er  the  waves  of  rolling  ocean  fent, 
Encompafs  land  with  arms  of  wide  extent:  935 


eady  nations  cry : 


"  Hail,  oh,  for  ever,  ever  blefs'd,  on  high  ! 
"  Hail,  oh,  for  ever,  on  thy  beauteous  throne ! 
**  Thou,  Lord,  that  workeft  wondrous  things  alone, 
"  Still  let  thy  glory  to  the  world  appear,  94.0 

**  And  all  the  riches  of  thy  goodnefs  hear." 

But  thou,  fair  Church!  in  whom  he  fixes  love, 
Thou  Queen  accepted  of  the  Prince  above, 
Behold  him  fairer  than  the  ions  of  men, 
Embrace  his  offer'd  heart,  and  fhare  his  reign;       945 
In  Mofes'  laws  they  bred  thy  tender  years, 
But  now  to  new  commands  incline  thine  earsj 
Forget  thy  people,  bear  no  more  in  mind 
Thy  Father's  hou.ehoid,  for  thy  Spoufe  is  kind  } 
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Within  thy  foul  let  vain  affections  die,  < 

Him  only  wcrihip,  and  with  him  comply ; 
So  fhail  thy  Spoufe's  heart  with  thine  agree, 
So  fhall  his  fervour  ftill  increafe  for  thee. 
Come,  while  he  calls,  fupremely  favoured  Queen  ! 
In  heav'nly  glories  drefs  thy  foul  within  j 
With  pious  actions  to  the  throne  be  brought, 
In  cJofe  connection  of  the  virtues  wrought, 
Let  thefe  around  thee  for  a  garment  mine, 
And  be  the  work,  to  make  them  pleafing  thine. 
Come,  lovely  Queen  !  advance  with  ftately  pert, 
Thy  good  companions  fhall  complete  thy  court, 
With  joyful  fouls  their  joyful  entrance  ling, 
And  fill  the  palace  of  your  gracious  King. 
What  tho'  thy  Mofes  and  the  prophets  ceafe; 
What  tho'  the  priefthood  leaves  the  fettled  race; 
The  Father's  place  their  offspring  well  fupplies, 
When  at  thy  Spoufe's  mihiftry  they  rife  ; 
When  thy  blefs'd  houfehold  on  his  orders  go, 
And  rule  for  him  where'er  he  reigns  below. 
Come,  Queen  exalted !  come,  my  iafting  long 
To  future  ages  fhall  thy  fame  prolong  j 
The  joyful  nations  fhall  thy  praife  proclaim, 
And  for  their  fafety  crowd  beneath  thy  name. 
Oh,  bounteous  Saviour!  ftill  thy  mercy  kind, 
Still  what  thy  David  fung  thy  fervants  find  j 
Still  what  thy  David  fung  thy  fervants  fee, 
From  thee  lent  down,  and  lent  again  to  thee ; 
They  fee  the  words  of  thanks  and  love  divine 
In  flrains  myfterious  intermingled  fhine. 
As  fweet  and  rich  unite  in  coftly  waves, 
When  purling  gold  the  purpled  web  receives, 
And  ftill  the  Church  he  ihadow'd  hears  the  lays 
In  daily  fervice  as  an  aid  to  praife  : 
At  thefe  her  temper  good  Devotion  warms, 
And  mounts  aloft  with  more  engaging  charms, 
Then  as  fhe  ftrives  to  reach  the  lofty  fky, 
Bids  Gratitude  ailift  her  will  10  fly  ; 
In  theie  our  gratitude  becomes  on  fire, 
Then  feels  its  iiames  impiov'd  by  ftrong  defire^ 
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Then  feels  defire  in  eager  wifhes  move,  990 

And  wifh  deteiTnine  in  the  point  of  love. 

Such  hymns  to  regulate,  and  fuch  to  ran'fe, 
Approach,  ye  founding  inftruments  of  praife  1 
'Tis  fit  you  tune  for  him,  whofe  holy  love, 
In  wifh  afpiring  to  the  choir  above,  995 

And  fond  to  practife  ere  his  time  to  go, 
Devoutly  calTd  you  to  the  choir  below ; 
There  where  he  plac'd  you,  with  your  folemn  found, 
For  God's  high  glory  fill  the  fa c red  ground, 
And  there,  and  ev'ry  where,  his  wondrous  name  ioco 
Within  his  firmament  of  pow'r  proclaim. 
Soft  pleafing  lutes  with  eaty  fweetnefs  move, 
To  touch  the  fentiments  of  heav'nly  love  ; 
AfTift  the  lyre  and  voice  to  tell  the  charms 
That  gently  ftcle  him  from  the  Father's  arms  j    1005 
Gay  trembling  timbrels,  us'd  with  airs  of  mirth, 
Affift  the  loud  hofannah  rais'd  on  earth, 
When  cn'an  afs  he  meekly  rides  along, 
And  multitudes  are  heard  within  the  long  : 
Full  tenor'd  pfaltry,  join  the  doleful  part  10 10 

In  which  his  agony  poflefs'd  his  heart, 
And  feem  to  feel  thylclf,  and  feem  to  fhow 
A  rifing  heavinefs  and  figns  of  woe  : 
Sonorous  organ  at  his  paffion  moan, 
And  utter  forth  thy  fympathifing  groan,  1015 

In  big  flow  murmurs  anxious  forrcw  fpeak, 
While  melancholy  winds  thine  entrails  fliake, 
As  when  he  fuffer'd,  with  complaining  found 
The  ftorms  in  vaulted  caverns  (hook  the  ground : 
Swift  cheerful  cymbals  give  an  airy  ftrain,  iczo 

When,  having  bravely  broke  the  doubled  chain 
Of  Death  and  Hell,  he  left  the  conquered  grave, 
And  role  to  vifit  thofe  he  dy'd  to  iavej 
And  as  he  mounts  in  fong,  and  angels  fing, 
With  grand  proceffion  their  returning  King,  1025 

Triumphant  trumpets  raife  their  notes  on  high, 
And  make  them  feem  to  mount,  and  feem  to  fly ; 
Then  all  at  once  confpire  to  praife  the  Lord 
In  munVs  full  confent  and  juft  accord. 
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Ye  Tons  of  Art !  in  fuch  melodious  way  soj© 

Conclude  the  fervice  which  you  join  to  pay, 
While  nations  fmg  Amen,  and  yet  again 
Hold  forth  the  note,  and  iing  aloud,  Amen. 

Here  has  my  fancy  gone  where  David  leads, 
Now  foftly  pacing  o'er  the  graffy  meads,  *°35 

Now  nobly  mounting  where  the  monarchs  rear 
The  gilded  fpires  of  palaces  in  air, 
Now  mooting  thence  upon  the  level  flight, 
To  dreadful  dangers  and  the  toils  of  right, 
Anon  with  utmoft  ftretch  afcending  far  104.0 

Beyond  the  region  of  the  farther!  ftar  j 
As  lharpeft-fighted  eagles  tow'ring  fly, 
To  weather  their  broad  fails  in  open  iky, 
At  length  on  wings  half  clos'd  flide  gently  down, 
And  one  attempt  mail  all  my  labours  crown:        1045 
In  others'  verfe  the  reft  be  better  mown, 
But  this  is  more,  or  mould  be  more,  thine  own. 

If  then  the  lpirit  that  fupports  my  lines 
Have  prov'd  unequal  to  my  large  defigns, 
Let  others  rife  frcm  earthly  paflion's  dream,  1059 

By  me  provok'd  to  vindicate  the  theme: 
Let  others  round  the  world  in  rapture  rove, 
Or  with  ltrong  feathers  fan  the  breeze  above, 
Or  walk  the  dufky  mades  of  death,  and  dive 
Down  hell's  abyfs,  and  mount  again  alive.  105$ 

But  oh,  my  God  !  may  thefe  unartful  rhymes, 
In  fober  words  of  woe  bemoan  my  crimes : 
*Tis  fit  the  forrows  I  for  ever  vent 
For  what  I  never  can  enough  repent ; 
'Tis  fit,  and  David  mews  the  moving  way,  1060 

And  with  his  pray'r  inftructs  my  foul  to  pray. 
Then  fmce  thy  guilt  is  more  than  match'd  by  me, 
And  fmce  my  troubles  mould  with  thine  agree, 
O  Mnfe  !  to  glories  in  affliction  born, 
May  thine  humility  my  foul  adorn ;  1065 

Forhumbleft  prayers  are  molt  affecting  (trains, 
As  mines  lie  rich  in  lowly  planted  veins, 
Such  aid  I  want  to  render  Mercy  kind, 
And  fuch  an  aid  as  here  I  want  1  find  $ 
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Thy  weeping  accents  in  my  numbers  run,  1070 

Ah,  thought !  ah,  voice  of  inward  dole  begun! 
My  God  !  whole  anger  is  appeas'd  by  tears, 
Bow  gently  down  thy  mercy's  gracious  tars  j 
With  many  tongues  my  fins  for  juftice  call, 
But  Mercy's  ears  are  manifold  for  all.  1075 

Thofe  fweet  celeitial  windows  open  wide, 
And  in  full  dreams  let  foft  coinpaflion  glide; 
There  wafh  my  foul,  and  cleanie  it  yet  again, 
O  throughly  cleanie  it  from  the  guilty  ftain  ! 
For  I  my  life  wiih  inward  anguiih  fee^  1080 

And  all  its  wietchtdneis  confefs  to  thee. 
The  large  inditemcnt  ftands  before  my  view, 
Drawn  torth  by  conlcience,  mod  amazing  true, 
And  nlfd  with  fecrets  hid  from  human  eye, 
When,  foolifh  Man!   thy  God  llood  witnefs  by.   1085 
Then*  oh,  thou  Majefty  divinely  great  I 
Accept  the  fad  confellions  I  repeat, 
Which  clear  thy  juftice  to  the  world  below, 
Shou'd  diirr.al  fentence  doom  my  foul  to  woe. 
When  in  the  filent  womb  my  fhape  was  made,       1090 
And  from  the  womb  to  lightfome  life  convey 'd, 
Curs'd  Sin  began  to  take  unhappy  root, 
And  thro"'  my  veins  its  early  fibres  moot; 
And  then  what  goodnefs  did"ft  thou  mew,  to  kill 
The  riling  weeds  and  principles  of  ill  !  *c95 

When  to  my  breaft,  in  fair  celeftial  flame, 
Eternal  Truth  and  lovely  Wifdom  came, 
Bright  gift,  by  fimple  Nature  never  got, 
But  here  reveal'd  to  change  the  ancient  blot: 
This  wondrous  help,  which  Mercy  pleas'd  to  grant, 
Continue  ftill,  for  Itiil  thine  aid  I  want:  1  ioo 

And  as  the  men  whom  leproiies  invade, 
Or  they  that  touch  the  carcafs  of  the  dead, 
With  h)iibp  iprinkled,  and  by  water  cleaifd, 
Their  former  puref;ds  in  the  law  regain'dj  1105 

So  purge  my  foul,  diieas'd,  alas',  within, 
And  much  polluted  with  dead  works  of  fin. 
For  (v.ch  biefs'd  favours  at  thine  hand  I  fue, 
Be  grace  thine  hyffop,  and  thy  watci  too  j 
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Then  fhall  my  whitenefs  for  perfe&ion  vie  mo 

With  blanching  fhows  that  newly  leave  the  iky. 
Thus  thro'  ray  mind  thy  voice  of  gladnefs  fend, 
Thus  fpeak  the  joyful  word,  "  I  will,  be  clean'dj" 
That  all  my  ftrength,  confum'd  with  mournful  pain, 
May  by  thy  faving  health  rejoice  again,  1115 

And  now  no  more  my  foul  offences  feej 
Oh  !  tum'from  thefe,  but  turn  thee  not  from  me: 
Or,  left  they  make  me  too  djform'd  a  fight, 
Oh  !  blot  them  with  oblivion's  encilefs  night. 
Then  further  purenefs  to  thy  lervant  grant  j         11 20 
Another  heart,  or  change  in  this,  I  want. 
Create  another,  or  the  change  create, 
For  now  my  vile  corruption  is  fo  great, 
It  feems  a  new  creation  to  reltore 

Its  fall'n  eftate  to  what  it  was  before.  1115 

Renew  my  fpirit,  raging  in  my  breaffj 
And  all  its  paffions  in  their  courfe  arreft  ; 
Or  turn  their  motions,  widely  gone  affray, 
And  fix  their  footfteps  in  thy  righteous  way. 
When  this  is  granted,  when  again  I'm  whole,      11 30 
Oh  !  ne'er  withdraw  thy  prefence  from  my  foul : 
There  let  it  fhine,  fo  let  me  be  reftor'd 
To  prefent  joy  which  confcious  hopes  afford. 
There  let  it  fweetly  fhine,  and  o'er  my  breafl 
Diffufe  the  dawning  of  eternal  reft}  n  35 

Then  fhall  the  wicked  this  compaffion  fee, 
And  learn  thy  worfhip  and  thy  works  from  me  j 
For  I  to  fuch  occafions  of  thy  praife 
Will  tune  my  lyre  and  confecrate  my  lays. 
Unfeal  my  lips,  where  guilt  and  fhame  have  hung,  1140 
To  flop  the  paffage  of  my  grateful  tongue, 
And  let  my  prayer  and  fong  afcend — my  prayer 
Here  join'd  with  faints,  my  fong  with  angels  there; 
Yet  neither  prayer  I'd  give,  nor  fongs,  alone, 
If  either  off 'rings  were  as  much  thy  own  ;  H4-5 

But  thme's  the  contrite  fpirit,  thine's  an  heart 
Opprefs'd  with  forrow,  broke  with  inward  fmart, 
That  at  thy  footilool  in  confeflion  ihows 
How  well  its  faults,  hew  well  the  Judge,  it  knows: 
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That  fin  with  fober  refolution  flies* 
This  gift  thy  mercy  never  will  defpife* 
Then  in  my  foul  a  my  flic  altar  rear, 
And  fuch  a  facrifice  I'll  offer  there; 
There  mall  it  ftand,  in  vows  of  virtue  bound, 
There  falling  tears  (hall  warn  it  all  around, 
And  (harp  remorfe,  yet  (harper  edg'd  by  woe, 
Deferv'd  and  fear'd,  inflict  the  bleeding  blow ; 
There  (hall  my  thoughts  to  holy  breathings  fly, 
Inftead  of  incenie,  to  perfume  the  flcy ; 
And  thence  my  willing  heart  afpires  above, 
A  viclim  panting  in  the  flames  of  love. 
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A  S  thro'  the  Pfalms  from  theme  to  theme  I  changed, 
**•  Methinks  like  Eve  in  Paradife  I  rang'd, 
And  ev'ry  grace  of  fong  I  feem'd  to  fee, 
As  the  gay  pride  of  ev'ry  feafon  (he  j 
She  gently  treading  all  the  walks  around,  5 

Admir'd  the  fpringing  beauties  of  the  ground, 
The  lily  glift'ring  with  the  morning  dew, 
The  role  in  red,  the  violet  in  blue, 
The  pink  in  pale,  the  bells  in  purple  rows, 
And  tulips  coJour'd  in  a  thoufand  (hows  ;  10 

Then  here  and  there  perhaps  die  pull'd  a  flower 
To  ftrew  with  mofs,  and  paint  her  leafy  bow'r  j 
And  here  and  there,  like  her,  I  went  along, 
Chofe  a  bright  ftrain,  and  bid  it  deck  my  fong. 

But  now  the  facred  Singer  leaves  mine  eye  j  1 5 

CrownM  as  he  was,  I  think  he  mounts  on  high : 
Ere  this,  Devotion  bore  his  heav'nly  pfalms, 
And  now  himfelf  bears  up  his  harp  and  palms. 
Go,  Saint  triumphant !  leave  the  changing  light, 
So  fitted  out  you  fuit  the  realms  of  light  j  20 

But  let  thy  glorious  robe  at  parting  go, 
Thofe  realms  have  robes  of  more  effulgent  mow  : 
It  flies,  it  falls  j  the  flutt'ring  (ilk  I  fee, 
Thy  fon  has  caught  it,  and  he  rings  like  thee, 
With  filch  election  of  a  theme  divine,  a  5 

And  fuch  fweet  grace  as  conquers  all  but  thine. 

Hence  ev'ry  writer  o'er  the  fabled  ftreams, 
Where  frolic  fancies  fport  with  idle  dreams, 
Or  round  the  fight  enchanted  clouds  dilpole, 
Whence  wanton  Cupids  moot  with  gilded  bows  j     3s 
A  nobler- writer,  (trains  more  brightly  wrought, 
Themes  more  exalted  fill  my  wond'ring  thought} 
The  parted  Ikies  are  track'd  with  flames  above, 
As  Love  deicends  to  meet  alcending  love  * 
The  feafons  flourifh  where  the  Spoufes  meet,  3; 

And  earth  in  gardens  fpreads  beneath  their  feet : 
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This  fr/c fh-bloom  profpett  in  the  bofom  throngs, 
When  Solomon  begins  his  Song  of  Songs, 
Bids  the  rap'd  foul  to  Lebanon  repair, 
And  lays  the  fcene  of  all  his  actions  there,  49 

Where  as  he  wrote,  and  from  the  bow'r  furvey'd 
The  fcenting  groves,  or  anfwYing  knots  he  made, 
His  facred  art  the  fights  ot  Nature  brings 
Beyond  their  uie  to  figure  heavily  things. 

Great  Son  of  God  I  vvhoie  gofpel  pleas'd  to  throw 
Round  thy  rich  glory  veils  of  earthly  mow,  46* 

Who  made  the  vineyard  oft'  thy  Church  defign, 
Who  made  the  marriage- feaft  a  type  of  thine, 
Affift  my  verfes,  which  attempt  to  trace 
The  fhadow'd  beauties  of  celeltial  grace,  50 

And  with  illapfes  of  feraphic  fire 
The  work  which  pleas'd  thee  once,  once  more  infpire. 

Look,  or  Illufion's  airy  vifions  draw, 
Or  now  I  walk  the  gardens  which  I  law, 
Where  filver  waters  feed  a  flow  Yin  g  fpring,  55 

And  winds  falute  it  with  a  balmy  wing ; 
There  on  a  bank,  whole  fhades  directly  rife 
To  fcreen  the  fun,  and  not  exclude  the  Ikies, 
There  fits  the  facred  Church  :  methinks  I  view 
The  Spoufe's  afpect,  and  her  enfigns  too  :  60 

Her  face  has  features  where  the  Virtues  reign, 
Her  hands  the  book  of  facred  love  contain ; 
A  light  (Truth's  emblem)  on  her  bofom  mines, 
And  at  her  fide  the  meekelt  Lamb  reclines  j 
And  oft' on  heav'nly  lectures  in  the  book,  65 

And  oft'  on  heav'n  itfelf  me  cafts  a  look  j 
Sweet,  humble,  fervent  zeal,  that  works  within, 
At  length  burils  forth,  and  raptures  thus  begin : 

"  Let  Him,  that  Him  my  foul  adores  above, 
*'  In  clofe  communion  breathe  his  holy  love,  70 

"  For  thefe  blefs'd  words  his  pleafmg  lips  impart, 
'«  Beyond  all  cordials  cheer  the  fainting  heart. 
•'  As  rich  andfweet  the  precious  ointments  ftream, 
**  So  rich  thy  graces  flow,  fo  fweet  thy  name 
"  DifFufes  facred  joy  j  'tis  hence  we  find  75 

**  Affe&ion  rais'd  in  ev'ry  virgin  mind  j 
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"  For  this  we  come,  the  daughters  here  and  I, 
"  Still  draw  we  forward,  and  behold  I  fly  5 
"  I  fly  through  mercy,  when  my  King  invites, 
*•  To  tread  his  chambers  of  iincere  delights  j  80 

"  There,  join'd  by  my  flic  union,   1  rejoice, 
"  Exalt  my  temper,  and  enlarge  my  voice, 
*''  And  celebrate  thy  joys,  fupremely  more 
"  Than  earthly  bill's  ;  thus  upright  hearts  adore, 
•«  Nor  you,  ye  Maids  !  who  breathe  of  Salem's  air>  85 
<s  Nor  you  refufe  that  I  conduct  you  there ; 
"  Tho*  clouding  darknefs  hath  eciips'd  my  face, 
"  Dark  as  J  am  I  fhine  with  beams  of  grace. 
ic  As  the  black  tents  where  Ifmael's  line  abides 
'.?  With  giitt'ring  trophies  dreis  their  inward  fides;  90 
"'  Or  as  thy  curtains,  Solomon !  are  feen, 
"  Whole  plaits  conceal  a  golden  throne  within, 
<c  'Twere  wrong  to  judge  me  by  the  carnal  fight, 
'*  And  yet  my  viiage  was  by  nature  white } 
*'  But  fiery  iiins,  which  periecute  the  meek,  95 

"  Found  me  abroad,  and  fcorch'd  my  rofy  cheek  : 
**  The  world,  my  brethren,  they  were  angry  grown, 
"  They  made  me  dreis  a  vineyard  not  my  own  } 
"  Among  their  rites  (their  vines)  I  learn'd  to  dwell, 
"  And  111  the  mean  employ  my  beauty  fellj  ica 

**  By  frailty  loft,  I  gave  my  labour  o'er, 
"  And  my  own  vineyard  grew  deform'd  the  more. 
**  Behold  I  turn  j  O  fay,  my  foul's  defire  ! 
**  Where  dolt  thou  feed  thy  flock,  and  where  retire 
"  To  reft  that  flock  when  noon-tide  heats  arife  ?    iO£ 
*<  Shepherd  of  Ifrael !  teach  my  dubious  eyes 
u  To  guide  me  right,  for  why  lhould  thine  abide 
*'  Where  wand'ring  (hepherds  turn  their  flocks  afide  V 

So  fpake  the  Church,  and  figh'd  ;  a  purple  light 
Sprung  forth,  the  Godhead  itood  reveal'd  to  fight,  no 
And  Heav'n  and  Nature  fmil'd ;  as  white  as  (now 
His  feamlefs  velture  loofely  fell  below  j 
Sedate  and  pleas'd  he  nodded  ;  round  his  head 
The  pointed  glory  (hook,  and  thus  he  laid  : 
^  If  thou,  the  lovelielt  of  the  beauteous  kind,       115 
«'  If  thou  canit  want  thy  Shepherd's  walk  to  find, 
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"  Go  by  the  footfteps  where  my  flocks  have  trod, 

*'  My  faints,  obedient  to  the  laws  of  God  ; 

M  Go  where  their  tents  my  teaching  fervants  rear, 

**  And  feed  the  kids,  thy  young  believers,  there :  120 

"  Should  thus  my  flocks  increafe,  my  fair  delight, 

*•  I  view  their  numbers,  and  compare  the  fight 

u  To  Pharaoh's  horfes  when  they  take  the  field, 

"  Beat  plains  to  duft,  and  make  the  nations  yield* 

'«  With  rows  of  gems  thy  comely  cheeks  I  deck,  145 

u  And  chains  of  pendant  gold  o'erflow  thy  neck, 

et  For  fo  like  gems  the  riches  of  my  grace, 

"  And  fo  defcending  glory  cheers  thy  face  j 

•*  Gay  bridal  robes  a  flow'ring  filver  ffrows, 

41  Bright  gold  engrailing  on  the  border  glows."      130 

He  fpake,  the  Spoufe  admiring  heard  the  found, 
Then  meekly  bending  on  the  facred  ground, 
She  cries,  "  Oh,  prefent  to  my  ravinYd  breaft  j 
*'  This  fweet  communion  is  an  inward  feail ; 
ff  There  fits  the  King,  whiieall  around  our  heads  135 
"  His  grace,  my  fpikenard,  pleafing  odours  fheds  j 
**  About  my  foul  his  holy  comfort  flies, 
*'  So  clolely  treaiur'd  in  the  bofom  lies 
"  The  bundled  myrrh  fo  fweet,  the  fcented  gale 
<{  Breathes  all  En-gedi's  aromatic  vale.''  140 

"  Now,  (fays  the  King,)  my  Love!  I  fee  thee  fair, 
"  Thine  eyes  for  mildnels  with  the  dove's  compare.'* 

"  No,  thou,  Belov'd  !  art  fair,"  the  Church  replies, 
••  (Since  all  my  beauties  but  from  thee  arife,) 
«  All  fair,  all  pleafant ;  thele  communion  (how       145 
"  Thy  counfels  pleafant,  and  thy  comforts  fo  : 
*'  And  as  at  marriage-  feafts  they  ft  row  the  riow'rs, 
•'  With  nuptial  chaplets  hang  the  fummer  bow'rs, 
<{  And  make  the  rooms  of  fmelling  cedai  6  fine, 
u  Where  the  fond  bridegroom  and  the  bride  recline  j 
u  I  drefs  my  foul  with  luch  exceeding  care,  151 

M  With  fuch,  with  more,  to  court  thy  prelence  there." 

M  Well  halt  thou  prais'd,"    he  fays.     "  The  Sharon 
rofc 
•'Thro1  flow'ry  fklds  a  pleafing  odour  throws, 
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**  The  valley-lilies  ravilh'd  fenfe  regale,  155 

*'  And  with  pure  whitenefs  paint  their  humble  vale  j 
<c  Such  names  of  fweetnefs  are  thy  lover's  due j 
9*  And  thou,  my  Love  !  be  thou  a  lily  too, 
"  A  lily  let  in  thorns,  for  all  I  lee, 
<*  All  other  daughters  are  as  thorns  to  thee."  160 

Then  me.  "  The  trees  that  pleafing  apples  yield 
?<  S'-irpafs  the  barren  trees  that  clothe  the  field } 
'*  So  you  furpafs  the  fons  with  worth  divine, 
•«  So  made,  and  fruit  as  well  as  made,  is  thine. 
"  I  fat  me  down,  and  faw  thy  branches  fpread,       165 
(t  And  green  protection  rlounfh  o'er  my  head  j 
"  I  faw  thy  fruit,  the  foul's  celeftial  food, 
*<  I  pull'd,  I  tailed,  and  I  found  it  good : 
**  Hence  in  the  fpirit  to  the  blifsful  feats 
*«  Where  Love  to  fealf.  mylterioully  retreats,  i;e 

*'  He  led  me  forth ;  I  faw  the  banner  rear, 
"  And  Love  was  pencii'd  for  the  motto  there. 
*'  Prophets  and  teachers  in  your  caie  combine  j 
*'  Stay  me  with  apples,  comfort  me  with  wine  j 
<<  The  cordial  promifes  of  joys  above,  175 

"  For  hope  deferred  has  made  me  lick  with  love. 
*'  Ah,  while  my  tongue  reveals  my  fond  defire, 
f*  His  hands  fupport  me,  led  my  life  expire; 
M  As  round  a  child  the  parent's  arms  are  plac'd,    175 
«'  This  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  wailt." 

Here  ceas'd  the  Church,  and  lean'd  her  languid  head, 
Bent  down  with  joy,  when  thus  the  Lover  faid  : 
«<  Behold,  ye  Daughters  of  the  realm  of  Peace  ! 
«  She  fleeps,  at  lead:  her  thoughts  of  fcrrow  ceafe. 
««  Now  by  the  bounding  roes,  the  flapping  fawns,  185 
il  Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o'er  the  g rally  lawns, 
««  By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove, 
f '  Ycur  hourly  charges  in  my  (acred  grove, 
*<  Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
**  I  would  not  have  her  wake  but  when  (he  will."     1 90 

So  reft  the  Church  and  Spoufe :  my  verfes  fo 
Appear  to  languilh  with  the  flames  you  fhow,- 
And  pauiing  reft  ;  but  not  the  paufe  be  long9 
for  ft  ill  thy  Solomon  purfues  the  long, 
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Then  keep  the  place  in  view;  let  fweets  more  rare  195 

Then  earth  produces  fill  the  purpled  air ; 

Let  fomething  folemn  overipread  the  green, 

Which  Teems  to  tell  us  here  the  Lord  has  been  ! 

But  let  the  virgin  It  ill  in  prolptcl  ihine, 

And  other  {trains  of  her's  enliven  mine.  200 

She  wakes  !  lhe  rifes  !  bid  the  whifp'ring  breeze 

More  foftly  whifper  in  the  waving  tree*, 

Or  fall  with  filent  awe  ;  bid  all  around 

Before  the  Church's  voice  abate  their  found, 

While  thus  her  ihadowy  liiains  attempt  to  lhow     205 

A  future  advent  of  the  Spoufe  below  : 

M  Hark!   my  Beloved's  voice!   behold  him  too! 
Behold  him  coming  in  the  diltant  view  ! 
No  clamb'ting  mountains  make  my  lover  flay, 
(For  what  are  mountains  in  a  lover's  way  ?)        21© 
Leaping  he  comes  !  how  like  the  nimble  roe 
He  runs  the  paths  his  prophets  us\t  to  fbow  ! 
And  now  he  looks  from  yon'  partition  wall, 
Built  till  he  comes — 'tis  only  then  to  fall ; 
And  now  he's  nearer  in  the  promife  leen,  215 

Too  faint  the  fight — 'tis  with  a  glafs  between  } 
From  hence  I  hear  him  as  a  lover  fpeak, 
Who  near  a  window  calls  a  fair  to  wake. 
Attend,  ye  Virgins !  while  the  words  that  trace 
An  op'ning  fpringdefign  the  day  of  grace.  220 

Hark. !  or  I  dream,  or  eli'e  I  hear  him  lay, 
Arile,  my  Love  !  my  Fair  One  !   come  away  ; 
For  now  the  tempefts  of  thy  winter  end, 
Thick  rains  no  more  in  heavy  drops  delcend, 
Sweet  painted  fiow'rs  their  niken  leaves  unclole,  225 
Anddrefs  the  face  of  earth  with  vary'dfhows  j 
In  the  green  wood  the  finging  birds  renew 
Their  chirping  notes,  the  filver  turtles  coo  j 
The  trees  that  yield  the  fig  already  fhoot, 
And  knit  their  blofloms  for  their  early  fruit ;       230 
With  fragrant  (cents  the  vines  refrcfh  the  day; 
Arife,  my  Love!  my  Fair  One!  ame  away. 
O  come,  my  Dove!   forfake  thy  dole  retreat, 
For  clole  in  fafety  hail  thou  fix  d  thy  feat, 
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"  As  fearful  pigeons  in  dark  clefts  abide,  235 

M  And  fafe  the  clefts  their  tender  charges  hide. 
<l  Now  let  thy  looks  with  modeft  guife  appear, 
«'  Now  let  thy  voice  falute  my  longing  ear, 
"  For  in  thy  looks  an  humble  mind  I  fee, 
H  Prayer  forms  thy  voice,  and  both  are  iweets  to  me  : 
"  To  lave  the  bloomings  of  my  vineyard  hatte,      241 
"  Which  foxes  (falfe  deluding  teachers)  waftej 
"  Watch  well  their  haunts,  and  catch  the  foxes  there  j 
ft  Our  grapes  are  tender,  and  demand  thy  care. — 
'*  Thus  fpeaks  my  Love,  furprifing  love  divine  !     245 
<f  I  thus  am  his,  he  thus  for  ever  mine ; 
**  And  till  he  comes  I  find  a  prefence  Mill, 
t(  Where  fouls  attentive  ferve  his  holy  will, 
*'  Where  down  in  vales  unfpotted  lilies  grow, 
*'  White  types  of  innocence  in  humble  fhow.  250 

u  O !   till  the  fpicy  breath  of  heav'nly  day, 
"  Till  all  thy  fliadows  fleet  before  thy  ray, 
"Turn,  my  Beloved!  with  thy  comforts  here, 
"  Turn  in  thy  promife,  in  thy  grace  appear, 
"  Nor  let  fuch  iwiftnefs  in  the  rces  be  fhown  255 

li  To  fave  themfelves,  as  thou  to  cheer  thine  own  j 
"  Turn  like  the  nimble  harts  that  lightly  bound 
"  Before  the  ftretches  of  the  fleeter!  hound  ; 
"  Skim  the  plain  chafe  of  lofty  Bether's  head, 
**  And  make  the  mountain  wonder  if  they  tread. '*  169 

But  long  expeclance  of  a  blii's  delay'd 
Breeds  anxious  doubt,  and  tempts  the  facred  maid  } 
Then  mifts  arifing  ftraight  repel  the  light, 
The  coloured  garden  lies  dii'guis'd  with  night, 
A  pale  horn'd  crefcent  leads  a  glimm'ring  throng,  265 
And  groans  of  abfence  jar  within  the  long. 

««  By  night,"  Ihe  cries,    "  a  night  which  blots  the 
mind, 
€t  I  feek  the  lover  whom  I  fail  to  find  ; 
u  When  on  my  couch  compos'd  to  thought  I  lie, 
"I  fearch,  and  vainly  fearch,  with  Reaibn's  eyej  270 
"  Rife,  fondly  rife,  thy  prelent  fearch  give  o'er, 
11  And  a(k  if  others  knew  thy  lover  more. 
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u  Dark  as  it  is,  I  rile  j  the  moon  that  fhines 
•'  Shows  by  the  gleam  the  city's  outward  lines  ; 
•'  I  range  the  wand'ring  road,  the  winding  ftreet,  175 
"  And  aflc,  but  aflc  in  vain,  of  all  I  meet, 
"  Till,   toird  with  ev'ry  difappointing  place, 
u  My  fteps  the  guardians  of  the  Temple  trace, 
<*  Whom  thus  my  wifh  accofts  ;  «  Ye  f acred  Guides  ! 
u  Ye  Prophets !   tell  me  where  my  Love  relides  ?'  280 
u  'Twas  well  I  quettion'd;  icarce  I  pal's'd  them  by 
"  Ere  my  rais'd  lbul  perceives  my  lover  nigh  ; 
u  And  have  I  found  thee,  found  my  joy  divine? 
u  How  fait  I'll  hold  thee  till  I  make  thee  mine ! 
"  My  mother  waits  thee,  thither  thou  repair,         28  j 
"  Long  waiting  Ifrael  wants  thy  prefence  there." 
The  lover  fmiies  to  fee  the  virgin's  pain, 
The  mifts  roll  off,  and  quit  the  flow'ry  plain. 

u  Yes,  there  I  come,"  he  fays;  "  thy  iorrow  ceafe, 
"  And  guard  her,  Daughters  of  the  realms  of  Peace! 
"  By  all  the  bounding  roes  and  flapping  fawns,     291 
"  Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o'er  the  grafTy  lawns } 
"  By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove, 
u  Your  hourly  charges  in  my  facred  grove,  294 

"  Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
u  I'll  have  her  feel  my  comforts  while  me  will.-'' 

Here  hand  in  hand  with  cheerful  heart  they  go, 
When  wand'ring  Salem  fees  the  folemn  mow, 
Dreams  the  rich  pomp  of  Solomon  again,  299 

And  thus  her  daughters  fing  th*  approaching  fcene  : 

'*  Who  from  the  deferr,  where  the  waving  clouds 
"  High  Sinai  pierces,  come  involv'd  with  crowds  ? 
t{  For  Sion's  hill  her  fober  pace  fhe  bends, 
u  As  grateful  incenfe  from  the  dome  afcends. 
<l  It  feems  the  lweets  from  all  Arabia  lhed  30$ 

u  Curl  at  her  fide,  and  hover  o'er  her  head. 
"  For  her  the  King  prepares  a  bed  or  ltate, 
at  Round  the  rich  bed  her  guards  in  order  wait, 
*'  All  myltic  Ifrael's  fons  ;  'tis  there  they  quell 
0*  The  foes  within,  the  foes  without  repel ;  310 

«'  The  guard  his  miniftry,  their  1  words  of  fight 
<*  His  facred  laws,  her  prefent  ftate  of  night. 
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u  He  forms  a  chariot,  too,  to  bring  her  there, 
11  Not  the  carv'd  frame  or"  Solomon*s  Co  fair  j 
t(  Sweet  fmelis  the  chariot  as  the  Temple  itood,      315 
«'  The  fragrant  cedar  lent  them  both  the  wood  } 
11  High  wreaths  of  filver'd  columns  prop  the  door, 
*'  Fine  gold  engrailM  adorns  the  figur'd  floor  j 
"  Deep  fringing  purple  hangs  the  roof  above,         31 9 
"  And  filk  embroid'ry  paints  the  midft  with  love. 

*'  Go  forth,  ye  Daughters  !  Sion's  daughters  go  j 
ft  A  greater  Solomon  exalts  the  (how ; 
et  If  crown'd  with  gold,  and  by  the  Queen  beftow'd, 
*'  To  grace  his  nuptials  Jacob's  monarch  rode, 
*'  A  crown  of  glory  from  the  King  divine,  325 

"  To  grace  rhele  nuptials  makes  the  Saviour  mine  ; 
«<  While  the  blefs'd  pair,  expreiVd  in  emblem,  ride, 
**  Mefliah  Solomon,  his  Church  the  bride." 

Ye  kind  attendants,  who  with  wond'ring  eyes 
Saw  the  grand  entry,  what  you  laid  luffice  j  330 

You  fung  the  lover  with  a  loud  acclaim, 
The  lover's  fondnefs  longs  to  ling  the  dame. 
He  fpeaks,  admiring  Nature  lfands  around, 
'And  learns  new  muiic  while  it  hears  the  found. 

"  Behold,  my  Love  !  how  fair  thy  beauties  fhow, 
"  Behold  how  more,  how  moft  extremely  lb  !  336 

*'  How  ftill  to  me  thy  conftant  eyes  incline} 
"  I  fee  the  turtle's  when  I  gaze  on  thine  j 
<c  Sweet  thro*  the  lids  they  mine  with  modeft  care, 
<«  And  fweet  and  modeft  is  a  virgin's  air.  340 

«  How  bright  thy  locks !  how  well  their  number  paints 
«<  The  great  afTemblies  of  my  lovely  faints  ! 
«'  So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numercufly  fed, 
<<  Graze  the  green  top  of  lofty  Gilead's  head  ; 
•*  All  Gilead's  head  a  fleecy  whitenefs  clouds,         345 
<*  And  the  rich  mailer  glories  in  the  crowds. 

tl  How  pure  thy  teeth  !  for  equal  order  made, 
**  Each  anfw'ring  each,  whilft  all  the  public  aid  j 
"  Thefe  lovely  graces  in  my  Church  I  find, 
'*  This  candour,  order,  and  accorded  mind.  350 

€l  Thus  when  the  feafon  bids  the  fhepherd  lave 
4<  His  Iheep  new  morn  within  the  cryftal  wave, 
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M  Wafh'd  they  return  in  inch  unfully'd  white, 
"  Thus  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
"  How  pleafe  thy  lips,  adorn'd  with  native  red  !     355 
"  Art  vainly  mocks  them  in  the  leaflet  thread  } 
"  But  it  they  pai*t,  what  mulic  waits  the  air! 
u  So  fweet  thy  praifes,  and  10  foft  thy  prayer, 
"  If  thro'  thy  loofen'd  curls  with  honeft  ftvame 
"  Thy  lovely  temple's  fine  complexion  flame,         360 
M  Whatever  crimion  granate  blolToms  (how, 
**  'Twas  never  theirs  i'o  much  to  pleafe  and  glow. 
11  But  what's  thy  neck,  the  polifh'd  form  I  lee, 
u  Whofe  iv'ry  ftrength  fupports  thine  eyes,  to  me  ? 
0  Fair  type  of  firmnefs  when  my  faints  afpire         365 
(t  The  facred  confidence  that  lifts  defire, 
'*  As  David's  turret  on  the  ttately  frame 
tl  Upheld  its  thouland  conq'ring  fhields  of  fame  : 
"  And  what  thy  breads  ?    they  ltill  demand  my  lays  j 
"  What  image  wakes  to  charm  mewhilit  I  gaze?  370 
"  Two  lovely  mountains,  each  exactly  round, 
•*  Two  lovely  mountains  with  the  lily  crown'd, 
«f  While  two  twin  roes,  and  each  on  either  bred, 
l(  Feed  in  the  lilies  of  the  mountain's  head. 
«*  Let  this  refembiance  fpotlei's  virtues  mow,  375 

<f  And  in  fuch  lilies  feed  my  young  below. 
li  But  now  farewell  till  night's  dark  lhades  decay  5 
««  Farewell,  my  Virgin!   till  the  break  of  dayj 
«  Swift  for  the  hills  or  lpice  and  gums  I  fly, 
"  To  breathe  fuch  fweets  as  feent  a  purer  Iky  j      380 
<(  Yet  as  I  leave  thee,  itill  above  compare, 
"  My  Love !  my  Spotleis  !  ftill  I  find  thee  fair." 

Here  reft,  celeltial  Maid  !  for  if  he  go, 
Nor  will  he  part,  nor  is  the  promife  flow  j 
Nor  flow  my  fancy  move  j  diipel  the  fhade,  385 

Charm  forth  the  morning,  and  relieve  the  maid. 
Arife,  fair  Sun  !  the  Church  attends  to  fee 
The  Sun  of  rigbteoufnefs  arife  in  thee. 
Arife,  fair  Sun  !   and  bid  the  Church  adore, 
*Tis  then  he'll  court  her  whom  he  prais'd  before.   3 90 
As  thus  I  fmg  it  ihines  ;  there  feems  a  found 
Of  plumes  in  air,  and  feet  upon  the  ground  $ 
4 
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I  fee  their  meeting,  fee  the  flow'ry  fcene> 
And  hear  the  myitic  love  purfu'd  again  : 

"  Now  to  the  mount,  whofe  fpice  perfumes  the  day* 
«<  'Tis  I  invite  thee  ;  come,  my  Spoufe  !  away  j     396 
«  Come,  leave  thy  Lebanon  ;  is  aught  we  lee 
C(  In  all  thy  Lebanon  compar'd  to  me  ? 
"  Nor  tow'rd  thy  Canaan  turn  with  wifliful  light,    399 
"  From  Hermon's,  Sheniar's,  and  Amana's  height ; 
««  There  dwells  the  leopard,  there  afTaults  the  bear  j 
"  This  world  has  ills,  and  fuch  may  find  thee  there. 

"  My  Spoufe!  my  Sifter!    O  thy  wondrous  art, 
"  Which  thro1  my  bofom  drew,  my  raviftVd  heart ! 
'*  Won  by  one  eye  my  raviih'd  heart  is  gone,         405 
"  For  all  thy  feeing  guides  confent  as  one ; 
f{  Drawn  bv  one  chain  which  round  thy  body  plies^ 
"  For  all  thy  members  one  bieil  union  ties. 

"  My  Spoufe  !  my  Sifter !  O  the  charm  to  pleafe, 
"  When  love  repaid  returns  my  bofom  eale!  41© 

"  Strongly  thy  love,  and  (trongly  wines  reftore, 
"  But  wines  mult  yield,  thy  love  inflames  me  more. 
«'  Sweetly  thine  ointments  (all  thy  virtues)  fmell, 
"  Not  altar  fpice s  pleafe  thy  King  fo  well. 
"  How  foft  thy  doctrine  on  thy  lips  relides !  415 

ft  From  thofe  two  combs  the  dropping  honey  glides} 
€t  All  pure  without,  as  all  within  fincere, 
<{  Beneath  thy  tongue — I  find  it  honey  there. 
"  Ah  !  while  thy  graces  thus  around  thee  (hine, 
te  The  charms  of  Lebanon  mult  yield  to  thine  $     42O 
t{  His  fpring,  his  garden,  ev'ryfcented  tree, 
M  My  Spoufe !  my  Sifter  !  all  I  find  in  thee. 
"  Thee  for  my  felt"  I  fence,  I  (hut,  I  feal  j 
«  Myfterious  fpring,  myfterious  garden,  hail ! 
"  A  fpring,  a  font,  where  heav'nly  waters  flow  ;  4*5 
*'  A  grove,  a  garden,  wheie  the  graces  grow  : 
"  There  rife  my  fruits,  my  cyprefs,  and  my  fir, 
11  My  faffron,  fpikenard,  cinnamon,  and  myrrh  j 
"  Perpetual  fountains  for  their  ufe  abound, 
"  And  ftreams  of  favour  feed  the  living  ground."  43» 
Scarce  fpake  the  Chrift  when  thus  the  Church  replies, 
And  lprcad  her  arms  where'er  the  ipirit  flies; 


SOLOMON.  193 

4t  Ye  cooling  Northern  Gaies  !  who  fremly  make 
«'  My  balmy  reeds,  ye  Northern  Gales  !  awake: 
««  And  thou,  the  regent  of  the  fouthern  Iky,  435 

««  O  !  loft  infpiring,  o'er  my  garden  fly  ! 
"  Unlock  and  waft  my  fvveets,  that  ev'ry  grace 
*'  In  all  its  heav'nly  life  regale  the  place. 
*'  If  thus  a  paradiie  thy  garden  prove, 
«'  'Twere  beft  prepar'd  to  entertain  my  Love  ;       440 
««  And  that  the  pleafing  fruits  may  pleaie  the  more, 
<f  O  think  my  proffer  was  thy  gift  before !"" 

At  this  the  Saviour  cries,  "  Behold  me  near, 
"  My  Spoufe!  my  Siifer!  O  behold  me  here! 
««  To  gather  fruits  I  come  at  thy  requeft,  445 

tl  And,  pleas'd,  my  foul  accepts  the  folemn  feaft  : 
«  I  gather  myrrh  with  fpice  to  lcent  the  treat; 
«  My  virgin-honey  with  the  combs  I  eat; 
«'  I  drink  my  iweet'ning  milk,    my  lively  wine, 
«'  (Thefe  words  of  pleaiure  mean  thy  gifts  divine;) 
M  To  fliare  my  blifs  my  good  ekcl  I  call,  43* 

««  The  Church  (my  garden)  muft  include  them  all; 
•«  Now  lit  and  banquet;  now,  Belov'd  !  you  fee 
«'  What  gifts  I  love,  and  prove  thefe  fruits  with  mt, 
•*  O  might  this  fweet  communion  ever  laft!  415 

«'  But  with  the  fun  the  fweet  communion  pah1  j 
"  The  Saviour  parts,  and  on  Oblivion's  brealt, 
•*  Btnumb'd  and  flumb'ring  lies  the  Church  to  reft. 
««  Pais  the  fweet  alleys  while  the  duik  abides, 
"  Seek  the  fair  lodge  in  which  the  maid  relkles. "  460 
Then,  Fancy,  feek  the  maid,  at  night  again, 
The  Chrift  will  come,  but  comes,  alas,  in  vain. 

"  I  fleep,"  (he  lays,  "  and  yet  my  heart  awakes  ;'* 
(There's  (till  fome  feeling  while  the  lover  Ipeaks  ;) 
With  what  fond  fervour  trom  without  he  cries,      465 
"  Arife,  my  Love!   my  UndenTd  !  arile; 
•«  My  Dove!  my  Sifter!  cold  the  dews  alight, 
'*  And  fill  my  treffes  with  the  drops  of  night. 
"  Alas!   I'm  all  ur.robd,  1  walh'd  my  feet, 
•*  J  talted  dumber,  and  I  find  it  Iweet."  470 

*'  As  thus  my  words  refufe,  he  flips  his  hands 
"  Where  the  cLs'd  latch  my  cruel  door  commands. 
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•«  What!  tho*  deny'd,  io  perfevering  kind! 
««  Who  long  denies  a  perfcvering  mind  ? 
**  From  my  wak'd  foul  my  flothful  temper  flies,     475 
"  My  bowels  yearn,  I  rife,  my  Love  !  I  rife  j 
"  I  find  the  latch  thy  fingers  touch'd  before, 
"  Thy  fmelling  myrrh  comes  dropping  off  the  do»r. 
««  Now,  whereas  my  Love? — What!  halt  thou  left  the 

place  ? 
li  O  !  to  my  foul  repeat  thy  words  of  grace  ;         480 
t(  Speak  in  the  dark,  my  Love !  I  feek  thee  round, 
<«  And  vainly  feek  thee  rill  thou  wilt  be  found. 
**  What !  no  return  ?   I  own  my  folly  pair, 
"  I  lay  too  liftlefs  ;  fpeak,  my  Love  !  at  laft.         484 
*'  The  guards  have  found  me — Are  ye  guards  indeed, 
«'  Who  fmite  the  fad,  who  make  the  feeble  bleed  ? 
<f  Dividing  teachers  thefe  who  wrong  my  name, 
"  Rend  my  long  veil,  and  caft  me  bare  to  fhame. 
u  But  you,  ye  Daughters  of  the  realm  of  Reft  1 
"  If  ever  pity  mov'd  a  virgin-bread,  490 

f(  Tell  my  Belov'd  how  languishing  I  lie, 
*'  How  love  has  brought  me  near  the  point  to  die." 

"  And  what  Belov'd  is  this  you  would  have  found  ?'* 
Says  Salem's  daughters,  as  they  flock'd  around. 
•*  What  wondrous  thing,    what  charm  beyond  com- 
pare? 495 
*e  Say  what's  thy  lover,  Faireft  o'er  the  fair!" 
"  His  face  is  white  and  ruddy,"  (he  replies, 
"  So  mercy  jcin'd  to  juilice  tempers  dies ; 
"  His  lofty  flat u re,  where  a  myriad  dune, 
"  O'ertops,  and  fpeaks  a  rnajelty  divine;  500 
"  Fair  honour  crowns  his  head  ;   the  raven-black 
"  In  bufhy  curlings  flows  adown  his  back; 
"  Sparkling  his  eyes,  with  full  proportion  plac'd, 
"  White  like  the  milk,  and  with  a  mildneis  grae'd, 
"  As  the  l'weet  doves,  whene'er  they  fondly  play    505 
•'  By  running  waters  in  a  glittering  day. 
((  Within  his  breath  what  pleafing  fweetnefs  grows  ! 
"  'Tis  fpice  exhal'd,  and  mingled  on  the  role  : 
*«  Within  his  words  what  grace  with  goodnefs  meets ! 
"  So  beds  of  lilies  drop  with  balmy  fweets.  510 
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«c  What  ring   of  Eaftern  price  his  fingers  hold  ! 
"  Gold  decks  the  fingers,  ben  1  decks  the  gold ! 
"  His  iv'ry  ftiape  adorns  a  coftly  veft, 
«c  Work  paints  the  ikirts,  and  gems  enrich  the  breaft; 
««  His  limbs  beneath  his  mining  fandals  cafe  5  j  5 

"  Like  marble  columns  on  a  golden  bafe. 

"  Nor  boafts  that  mountain  where  the  cedar-tree 
<(  Perfumes  our  realm  fuch  num'rous  fweets  as  he. 
»«  O  lovely  All !  what  could  my  King  require 
tl  To  make  his  prefence  more  the  world's  derive  ?     520 
«'  And  now,  ye  Maids !  if  fuch  a  friend  you  know, 
M  'Tis  fuch  my  longings  look  to  find  below." 

While  thus  her  friend  the  Spouie's  anthems  Ting, 
Deck'd  with  the  Thummim,  crown'd  a  I'acred  king, 
The  daughters'  hearts  the  fine  defcription  drew,     515 
And  that  which  rais'd  their  wonder  afk'd  their  view. 
"  Then  where,"  they  cry,  "  thou  Faireft  o'er  the  fair ! 
i€  Where  goes  thy  lover?  tell  the  virgins  where  j 
"  What  flow'ring  walks  invite  his  fteps  afide  ? 
•'  We'll  help  to  leek  him  ;  let  thofe  walks  be  try'd.'1 

The  Spoufe  revolving  here  the  grand  defcent,     531 
t{  'Twas  that  hepromis'dj  there,"  Ihe  cries,  "  he  went  j 
«'  He  keeps  a  garden  where  the  fpices  breathe, 
"  Its  bowling  borders  kifs  the  vale  beneath  j 
*c  ^Tis  here  he  gathers  lilies,  there  he  dwells,         535 
"  And  binds  his  flow'rets  to  unite  their  fmells. 
«'  O  'tis  my  height  of  love  that  I  am  his ! 
"  O  he  is  mine,  and  that's  my  height  of  blifs ! 
«'  Defcend,  my  Virgins !  well  I  know  the  place, 
tl  He  feeds  in  lilies,  that's  a  fpotlefs  race."  540 

At  dawning  day  the  Bridegroom  leaves  a  bow'r, 
And  here  he  waters,  there  he  props  a  fiow'r, 
When  the  kind  damfel,  fpring  of  heav'nly  flame, 
With  Salem's  daughters  to  the  garden  came  j 
Then  thus  his  love  the  Bridegroom's  words  repeat,  545 
(Tne  imeiling  borders  lent  thtm  both  a  feat,) 
*'  O  great  as  Tirzah  !  'twas  a  regal  place  j 
*'  O  fair  as  Salem  !  'tis  the  realm  of  Peace  j 
"  Whole  afpe£t,  awful  to  the  wor.d'ring  eye, 
«*  Appears  like  armies  when  the  banners  fly;         550 
R  z 
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"  O  turn,  my  Sifter!  O  my  beauteous  Bride  ? 
€t  Thy  face  o'ercomes  me,  turn  that  face  afide. 
"  How  bright  thy  locks !   how  well  their  number  paints 
"  The  great  affemblies  of  my  lovely  faints ! 
«'  So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numeroufly  fed,  555 

"  Graze  the  green  wealth  of  lofty  Gilead's  head. 
"  How  pure  thy  teeth  !  for  equal  order  made, 
"  Each  anfw'ring  each,  while  all  the  public  aid ; 
u  As  when  the  feafon  bids  the  fhepherd  iave 
t(  His  fheep,  new  fhorn,  within  the  filver  wave,     560 
ic  WafhM  they  return  in  fuch  unfully'd  white, 
"  So  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
f*  How  fweet  thy  temples !  not  pomegranates  know 
"  With  equal  model*  look  to  pleafe  and  glow. 
u  If  Solomon  his  life  of  pleasure  leads  565 

«<  With  wives  in  number  and  unnumbered  maids, 
*'  In  other  paths  my  life  of  pleasure  fhown, 
*'  Admits  my  love,  my  undefiPd  alone  j 
"  Thy  mother  Ifrael,  fhe,  the  dame  who  bore 
"  Her  choice,  my  dove,  my  fpotlefs,  owns  no  more ; 
<c  The  Gentile  queens  at  thy  appearance  cry,         571 
"  Hail!  Queen  of  Nations  !   Hiil !  the  maids  reply; 
«*  And  thus   they  fing   thy  praife;     What  heav'nly 

dame 
"  Springs  like  the  morning  with  a  purple  flame  ? 
*{  What  rifes  like  the  moon  with  fiiver  light  ?  575 

««  What  like  the  fun  affifts  the  world  with  fight; 
"  Yet  awful  ftill,  tho'  thus  fereneiy  kind, 
"  Like  hofts  with  enfigns  rattling  in  the  wind. 
"  I  grant  I  left  thy  fight,   I  feem'd  to  go ; 
"  But  was  I  abfent  when  you  fancy'd  fo  ?  580 

"  Down  to  my  garden,  all  my  planted  vale, 
«c  Where  nuts  their  ground  in  underwood  conceal, 
<c  Where  blown  pomegranates  there  I  went  to  fee, 
«*  What  knitting  bloflbms  white  the  bearing  tree  !    584 
«{  View  the  green  buds,  recall  the  wand'ring  flioots, 
««  Smell  my  gay  flow'rets,  talle  my  flavoured  fruits, 
«*  Raife  the  curl'd  vine,  refrefh  the  fpicy  beds, 
((  And  joy  for  ev'ry  grace  my  garden  fhedsV' 
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The  Saviour  here,  and  here  the  Church,  arifej 
"  And  am  I  thus  refpected  ?"  thus  (he  cries.         590 
•*  I  mount  for  heav'n  tranfported  on  the  winds, 
"  My  flying  chariot's  drawn  by  willing  minds.'" 

As  rapt  with  comfcrt  thus  the  maid  withdrew, 
The  waiting  daughters  wonder'd  where  me  flew  ; 
«'AndO!  return,"  they  cry;  "  for  thee  we  burn,  595 
"  O  maid  of  Salem!  Salem's  felf,  return. 
<4  And  what's  in  Salem's  maid  we  covet  fo  ? 
«  Hear,  all  ye  Nations! — 'tis  your  blifs  below; 
««  That  glorious  vifion  by  the  patriarch  feen, 
M  When  fky-born  beauties  march'd  the  icenred  green, 
tf  There  the  met  faints  and  meeting  angels  came,  601 
"  Two  lamps  cf  God,  Mahanaim  was  the  name." 

Again  the  maid  reviews  her  facred  ground, 
Solemn  fhe  fits,  the  damfels  fing  around. 

"  O  prince's  Daughter!  how  with  mining  mow 
*•  Thy  golden  fhces  prepare  thy  feet  below !  606 

*'  How  firm  thy  joints!  what  temple- work  can  be, 
*■  With  all  its  gems  and  art,  preterr'd  to  thee  ? 
"  In  thee,  to  feed  thy  lover's  faithful  race, 
*l  Still  flow  the  riches  of  abounding  grace,  610 

"  Pure,  large,  refreshing,  as  the  waters  fall 
*'  From  the  carv'd  navels  of  the  ciftern-wall  ; 
*'  In  thee  the  lover  finds  his  race  divine; 
«'  You  teem  with  numbers,  they  with  virtues  mine ; 
*c  So  wheat  with  lilies,  if  their  heaps  unite,  615 

"  The  wheat's  unnumber'd  and  the  lilies  white. 
««  Like  tender  roes  thy  breafts  appear  above, 
■'  Two  types  of  innocence  and  twins  of  Love: 
f*  Likeiv'ry  turrets  feemsthy  neck  to  rear, 
<*  O  facred  emblem  !  upright,  firm,  and  fair!         620 
41  As  Htilibon  pools,  which  with  a  filver  Itate 
"  DifFufe  their  waters  at  their  city  gate, 
m  For  ever  fo  thy  virgin  eyes  remain ; 
*'  So  clear  within,  and  fo  without  ferene. 
*l  As  thro'  fweet  fir  the  royal  turret  fliows  6*5 

"  Whence  Lebanon  furveys  a  realm  of  foes, 
11  So  thro'  thy  lovely  curls  appear  thy  face 
«'  To  watch  thy  foes  and  guard  thy  faithful  race. 
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«*  The  richeft  colours  fiow'ry  Carmel  wears, 
*'  Red  fillets  crofs'd  with  pxirple  braid  thy  hairs ;     630 
"  Yet  not  more  ftri&ly  theie  thy  locks  reftrain, 
"  Than  thou  thy  King  with  ftrong  affections  chain, 
<c  When  from  his  palace  he  enjoys  thy  Tight, 
«'  O  Love  !  O  Beauty  !  form'd  for  all  delight. 
"  Straight  is  thy  goodly  ftature,  firm  and  high,     635 
"  As  palms  afpiring  in  the  brighter  ilcy  : 
**  Thy  breafts  the  clutter  (if  thofe  brealts  we  view 
,e  As  late  for  beauty,  now  for  profit  too) 
if  Woo'd  to  thine  arms,  thofe  arms  that  oft'  extend 
(l  In  the  kind  pofture  of  a  waiting  friend  j  640 

(t  Each  maid  of  Salem  cries,  I'll  mount  the  tree, 
'*  Hold  the  broad  branches,  and  depend  on  thee. 
"  O  more  than  grapes  thy  fruit  delights  the  maids! 
*'  Thy  pleafing  breath  excels  the  citron  fhades  ; 
"  Thy  mouth  exceeds  rich  wine,  the  words  that  go  64.5 
*{  From  thole  fweet  lips  with  more  refrefhment  flowj 
ft  Their  pow'rful  graces  flumb'ring  fouls  awake, 
'*  And  caufe  the  dead  that  hear  thy  voice  to  fpeak." 

This  anthem  fung,  the  glorious  Spoufe  arofe, 
Yet  thus  inllruc~ts  the  daughters  ere  ihe  goes.         650 
I*  If  aught,  my  Damfels  1  in  the  Spoufe  ye  find 
«'  Deferring  praifes,  think  the  lover  kind  ; 
«'  To  my  Belov'd  thefe  marriage- robes  I  owe; 
"  I'm  his  defire,  and  he  would  have  it  fo.1' 

Scarce  fpake  the  Spoufe  but  fee  the  lover  near,  655 
Her  humble  temper  brought  the  Prefence  here, 
Then  rais'd  by  grace,  and  ftrongly  warm'd  by  love, 
No  fecond  languor  lets  her  Lord  remove ; 
She  fl.es  to  meet  him,  zeal  tiipplies  the  wings, 
And  thus  her  halte  to  work  his  will  (he  fings  j        660 
*'  Come,  my  Beloved!  to  the  fields  repair, 
**  Come  where  another  fpot  demands  our  carej 
«f  There  in  the  village  we'll  to  reit  recline, 
11  Mean  as  it  is  I  try  to  make  it  thine. 
f(  When  the  firfV  rays  their  cheering  crimfon  flied/665 
«•«  We'll  rife  betime  to  fee  the  vineyard  fpread, 
tl  See  vines  luxuriant  verdu.r'd  leaves  difplay, 
ff  Supporting  tendrils  curling  all  the  way, 
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•c  See  young  unpurpled  grapes  in  clufters  grow, 
"  And  fmell  pomegranate  blofibms  as  they  blovvj  670 
•'   There  will  I  give  my  loves,  employ  my  care, 
•*  And  as  my  labours  thrive  approve  me  there; 
•«  Scarce  have  we  pals'd  my  gate  the  (cent  we  meet, 
•'  My  covering  jeflamines  difFufe  their  fweet, 
•*  My  Ipicy  flow'rets,  mingled  as  they  fly,  675 

"  With  doubling  odcurs  crowd  a  balmy  fky. 
«  Now  all  the  fruits  which  crown  the  ;eaf«.n  view,     ^ 
M  Thefe  nearer  fruits  are  old,  a:  d  thofe  are  new, 
•«  And  t;  efe,  and  all  of  ev'ry  loaded  tree, 
*'  My  Love  !   I  gather,  and  relet  ve  for  thee.  6S0 

"  If  the'   thy  Spou  t's  labour  pleafe  thee  well, 
*«  Oh  !  like  my  bretlwen  with  thy  filter  dwell} 
««  No  blamelefs  maid,  whole  fond  caicfles  meet 
««  An  infant  brother  in  the  public  ftreet, 
"  Clings  to  its  lips  with  lefs  referve,  than  I  685 

**  Would  hang  on  thine  where'er  I  found  thee  nigh  : 
*'  No  fhame  would  make  me  from  thy  fide  remove, 
"  No  danger  make  me  not  confef»  thy  love. 
"  Straight  to  my  mother's  houfe,  thine  Ifrael  lhe, 
•«  (And  thou  my  monarch  wouldlt  an  lve  with  me  ;) 
««  'Pis  there  I'd  lead  thee,  where  I  mean  to  itay   691 
*'  Till  thou,  by  her,  inftrucl  my  foul  to  pray  ; 
"  There  fhalt  thou  pto^e  my  virtues,  drink  my  wine, 
««  And  feci  my  joy  to  rind  me  wholly  thine. 
"  Oh  !  while  my  Ibul  were  fick  thro'  fond  deilre,  695 
•«  Thine  hands  fhould  hold  me  left  my  life  expire  j 
■*  As  round  a  child  the  parent's  arms  are  placM, 
"  This  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  thewaifl." 

44  So  calf  thy  cares  on  me,"  the  Lover  cry'd  j 
"  Lean  to  my  bofom,  lean,  my  lovely  Bride  !  700 

*(  And  now,  ye  Daughters  of  the  realm  of  Blifs  1 
"  Let  nothing  difcompofc  a  love  like  this, 
"  But  guard  her  reft  from  each  approach  of  ill ; 
•'  I  caus'd  her  languor,  guard  her  while  (he  will." 

Here  paufethe  lines,  but  loon  the  lines  renew  $   705 
Once  more  the  pair  celeftial  come  to  view. 
Ah  !   leek  them  once,  my  ravinYd  Fancy!  more, 
And  then  thy  Songs  of  Solomon  are  o'er  3 
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By  yon'  green  bank,  purfue  their  orb  of  light, 
The  fun  fhinesout,  but  (bines  not  half  fo  bright}  710 
See  Salem's  maids  in  white  attend  the  King, 
They  greet  the  Spoufes — hark  to  what  they  ling. 

"  Who  from  the  defert,  where  the  wand'ring  clouds 
"  High  Sinai  pierces,  comes  involv'd  in  crowds  ? 
"  'Tis  fhe,  the  Spoufc !  Oh !  favour' d  o'er  the  reft,  715 
".  Who  walks  reclin'd  by  fuch  a  lover's  breaft.'* 
The  Spoufe,  rejoicing,  heard  the  kind  falute, 
And  thus  addref's'd  him — all  the  reft  were  mute: 
Beneath  the  law,  our  goodly  parent  tree, 
I  went,  my  muchBelov'd  !  in  fearch  of  thee  j    720 
For  thee  like  one  in  pangs  of  travail  ft  rove, 
Hence  none  may  wonder  if  I  gain  thy  love. 
As  feals  their  pictures  to  the  wax  impart, 
So  let  my  picture  ftamp  thy  gentle  heart  j 
As  fix'd  the  lignets  on  our  hands  remain,  715 

So  fix  me  thine,  and  ne'er  to  part  again  : 
For  Love  is  ftrong  as  Death,  whene'er  they  ftrike, 
Alike  imperious,  vainly  check'd  alike: 
Both  dread  to  lofe.  Love,  mix'd  with  jealous  dread, 
As  foon  the  marble  tomb  religns  the  dead  j         730 
Its  fatal  arrows  fiery-pointed  fail, 
The  fire  intenfe,  and  thine  the  mod  of  all; 
To  flack  the  points  no  chilling  floods  are  found; 
Nay,  mould  afflictions  roll  like  floods  around, 
Were  wealth  of  nations  offered,  all  wou'd  prove    735 
Too  fmall  a  danger,  or  a  price  for  love. 
If  then  with  love  this  world  of  worth  agree, 
With  foft  regard  our  little  lifter  fee, 
How  far  unapt  as  yet,  like  maids  that  own 
No  breafts  at  all,  or  brealt s  but  hardly  grown.  740 
Her  part  of  proielyte  is  fcarce  a  part, 
Too  much  a  Gentile  at  her  erring  heart  j 
Her  day  draws  nearer  ;  what  have  we  to  do 
Left  fhe  be  afk'd,  and  prove  unworthy  too  ?" 
Defpair  not,    Spoufe!"   he  cries,  "  we'll  find  the 
means  ;  74.5 

f t  Her  good  beginnings  afk  the  greater  pains : 
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•f  Let  her  but  frand  flie  thrives :  a  wall  too  low 
"  Is  not  rejected  for  the  ftandrng  io  : 
"  What  fails  is  only  loft  :  we'll  bvuld  her  high, 
c<  TiJ  the  rich  palace  glitters  in  the  iky.  75O 

*'  The  dcor  that's  weak,  (what  need  we  fpare  the  coft  ?) 
"  If  'tis  a  door,  we  need  not  think  it  loll ; 
*'  The  leaves  fhe  brings  us,  if  thole  leaves  be  good, 
*'•  We'll  clofe  in  cedar's  uncomipting  wood." 

Rapt  with  the  news,  the  Spcule  converts  her  eyes,  755 
•*  And,  oh  !   Companions  !"  to  the  maids  fhe  cries, 
"  What  joys  are  ours,  to  hail  the  nuptial  day 
«'  Which  calls  our  filter  ! — Hark,  I  hear  her  fay, 
«'  Yes,  I'm  a  wall:  lo  !  fhe  that  boafted  none, 
««  Now  bualts  of  breafts  unmeaiurably  grown  j       76c 
"  Large  tow'ry  buildings,  where  fecurely  refts 
**  A  thoufand  thoufand  of  my  lover's  guefts  j 
"  The  vait  increafe  affords  his  heart  delight, 
"  And  I  find  favour  in  his  heav'nly  fight." 
The  lover  here,  to  make  her  rapture  iati,  765 

Thus  adcis  afTurance  to  the  promife  paft. 

"  A  fpacious  vineyard  in  Baal  Hamon  vale, 
*'  The  Miv.age  fet  by  Solomon  to  faie, 
w  His  keepers  took,  and  ev'ry  keeper  paid 
*e  A  thoufand  purfes  for  the  gains  he  made.  770 

**  ^nd  I've  a  vinage  too  5   his  vintage  bleeds 
*'  A  large  increale,  but  my  return  exceeds. 
€t  Let  Solomon  receive  his  keepers'  pay, 
u  He  gams  his  thoufand,  their  two  hundred  they; 
**  Mine  ,s  mine  own,  'tis  in  my  prefence  ftiU,         775 
"  Ann  fhail  increale  the  more  the  more  fhe  will. 
"  My  Love  !  my  Vineyard  !  Oh  the  futuie  fhoots 
V  Which  fill  my  garden-rows  with  facred  fruits! 
**  I  law  the  lift'nmg  maids  attend  thy  voice, 
"  And  in  their  lift  ning  law  their  eyes  rejoice  j       780 
"  A  due  fuccefs  thy  words  of  comfort  met, 
*'  Now  turn  to  me — 'tis  I  would  hear  thee  yet. 
'*  Say,  Dove!  and  Spotlefs  !  for  I  muft  away  ; 
f*  Say,  Spoufe !  and  Sifter  !   all  you  wifh  to  fay." 
Hefpke,  the  place  was  bright  with  lambent  fire,  785 
(But  what  is  bughtnefs  if  the  Chriit  retire  r) 
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Gold-bord'ring  purple  mark'd  his  road  in  air, 
And  kneeling  all,  the  Spoufe  addreis'd  the  prayYs 

"  Defire  of  Nations !  if  thou  muft  be  gone, 
'  Accept  our  wifhes  all  comprisM  in  one;  790 

'  We  wait  thine  advent ;  oh  !  we  long  to  fee, 

*  I  and  my  lifter,  both  as  one  in  thee. 

(  Then  leave  thy  heav'n,  and  come  and  dwell  below. 
'  Why  laid  I  leave  ? — 'tis  heav'n  where'er  you  go. 
'  Hafte,  my  Belov'd  1  thy  promiie  hafte  to  crown  ;  795 
'  The  form  thou'lt  honour  waits  thy  coming  down  j 

*  Nor  let  fuch  fwiftnefs  in  the  roes  be  mown 

'  To  lave  themlelves,  as  thine  to  fave  thine  own. 
'  Hafte  like  the  nimMeft  harts,  that  lightly  bound 
'  Before  the  ftretches  of  the  fwifteft  hound,  8co 

'  With  reaching  feet  devour  a  lc-vel  way, 
'  Acrofs  their  backs  their  branching  antlers  lay, 
1  In  the  coal  dews  their  bending  body  ply, 

*  And  booth  the  fpicy  mountains  as  they  fly."      804. 
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rpHUS  fung  the  king — Some  angel  reach  a  bough 
**■    From  Eden's  tree  to  crown  the  wiled  brow. 
And  now,  thou  faireft  garden  ever  made, 
Broad  banks  of  ipices,  blofTom'd  walks  of  fhade, 
O  Lebanon  !  where  much  I  love  to  dwell,  5 

Since  I  mull  leave  thee,  Lebanon!  farewell. 

Swift  from  my  foul  the  fair  idea  flies, 
A  wilder  light  the  changing  fcene  fupplies  : 
Wide  leas  come  rolling  to  my  future  page, 
And  itorms  ftand  ready  when  I  call  to  rage.  I© 

Then  go  where  joppa  crowns  the  winding  Ihore, 
The  prophet  Jonah  juft  arrives  before  j 
He  fees  a  fhip  unmooring,  foft  the  gales, 
He  pays,  and  enters,   and  the  veffel  fails. 

Ah  !  wouldft  thou  fly  thy  God  ?  Rafn  man,  forbear; 
What  land  lb  diftant  but  thy  God  is  there  ?  1 6 

What  Reafon  !  ceafe  thy  voice. — They  run  the  deep, 
And  the  tir'd  prophet  lays  his  limbs  to  fleep. 
Here  God  fpeaks  louder,  fends  a  (form  to  fea, 
The  clouds  remove  to  give  the  vengeance  way  ;          20 
Strong  blafts  come  whittling,  by  degrees  they  roar, 
And  (hove  big  lurges  tumbling  on  to  fhore  : 
The  vefTel  bounds,  then  rolls,  and  ev'ry  blaft 
Works  hard  tottar  her  by  the  groaning  malt ; 
The  failors,  doubling  all  their  ihouts  and  cares,     25 
Furi  the  white  canvas,  and  caft  forth  the  wares  j 
Each  feeks  the  god  their  native  regions  own  j 
In  vain  they  feck  them,  for  thole  gods  were  none  : 
Yet  Jonah  flept  the  while,  whofolely  knew, 
In  all  that  number,  where  to  find  the  true:  30 

To  whom  the  pilot ;  "  Sleeper  !   rife  and  pray; 
"  Our  gods  are  deaf ;  may  thine  do  more  than  they.** 

But  thus  the  reft  j  "  Perhaps  we  waft  a  foe 
"  To  Heav'n  itJ'elf,  and  that's  our  caufe  of  woej 
"  Let's  llek  by  lots,  if  Heav'n  be  pleas'd  to  tcii," 
AnU  what  they  fought  by  lots  on  Jonah  fell.  36 


«04  DARNELL'S    POEMS. 

•«  Then  whence  he  came,  and  who,  and  what,  and 

why  ?" 
Thus  rag'd  the  tempefr,  all  confus'dly  cry  ; 
Each  prel's'd  in  halte  to  get  his  queition  heard, 
When  Jonah  (tops  them  with  a  grave  regard.  40 

"  An  Hebrew  man  you  fee,  who  God  revere ; 
««  He  made  this  world,  and  makes  this  world  his  care  : 
««  His  the  whirled  iky,  thefe  waves  that  lift  their  head, 
4t  And  his  yon'  land  on  which  you  long  to  tread : 
««  He  charged  me  late  to  Nineveh  repair,  45 

"  And  to  their  face  denounce  his  fentence  there. 
<*  Go,  faid  the  virion,  Piophet,  preach  to  all, 
"  Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  (hall  fall. 
<«  But  well  I  knew  him  gracious  to  forgive, 
"  And  much  my  zeal  abh.jrr'd  the  bad  mould  live,  50 
"  And  if  they  turn  they  live;  then  what  were  I 
"  But  fome  falfe  prophet  when  they  fail  to  die  ? 
"  Or  what,  I  fancyV,  had  the  Gentiles,  too, 
«<  With  Hebrew  prophets,  and  their  God,  to  do  ? 
«*  Drawn  by  the  wilful  thoughts  my  foil  I  run,         55 
«<  I  fled  his  pretence,  and  the  work's  undone." 

The  ftorm  increaies  as  the  prophet  ipeaks, 
O^er  thetofs'd  fhipa  foaming  billow  breaks, 
She  rifes  pendent  on  the  lifted  waves, 
And  thence  defcries  a  thoufand  wathy  graves,         6a 
Then  downward  ruihing,  wat'ry  mountains  hide 
Her  bulk  beneath  in  deaths  on  ev'ry  fide. 
«<  Or1  cry  the  failors  all,  "  thy  fc£t  was  ill  $ 
<l  Yet,  if  a  prophet,  fpeak  thy  Matter's  will ; 
«  What  part  is  ours  with  thee?  can  aught  remain  65 
**  To  bring  the  bleffmgs  of  a  calm  agam  ?" 

Then  Jonah — "  Mine's  the  death  will  beft  atone, 
*«  f  And  God  is  pleas'd  that  I  pronounce  my  own.) 
*f  Arife,  and  cart  me  forth  j  the  wind  will  ceafe, 
««  The  lea  fubfiding  wear  the  looks  of  peace,  70 

"  And  you  lecurely  tteer ;  for  well  I  lee 
u  Myfelf  the  criminal,  the*  ftorm  for  me." 

Yet  pity  moves  for  one  that  owns  a  biame, 
And  aw,-  refulting  from  a  prophet's  name  $ 
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Love  pleads,  he  kindly  meant  for  them  to  die,  75 

Fears  plead  againll  him,  leil  they  pow'r  defy  : 

If  then  to  aid  the  flight  abets  the  fin, 

Th'-}  tnink  to  land  him  where  they  took  him  in: 

Peihar  1  to  quit  the  caufe  might  end  the  woe, 

And  God  appealing,  let  the  vefiel  go.  go 

For  this  they  fix  their  oars,  and  fh  ike  the  main, 

But  God  withrlands  them,  and  they  ftrike  in  vain. 

The  ltorm  increafes  more  with  want  of  light  5 
Low  black'ning  clouds  involve  the  mip  in  night  j 
Thick  battling  rains  fly  thro'  the  driving  ikies  j       85 
Loud  thunder  bellows,  darted  lightning  flies  j 
A  dreadful  picture  night- born  Horror  drew, 
And  his  or  theirs,  or  both  their  fates,  they  view. 

Then  thus  to  God  they  cry  j  "  Almighty  Pow'r, 
*l  Whom  we  ne'er  knew  till  thisdefpairing  hour,     9© 
<<  From  this  devoted  blood  thy  iervants  free  j 
<<  To  us  he's  innocent,  if  lb  to  thee  j 
tf  In  all  the  part  we  fee  thy  wondrous  hand, 
"  And  that  heperifh  think  it  thy  command." 

This  pray 'r  per  form 'd,  they  cait  the  prophet  o'er, 
A  furge  receives  him,  and  he  mounts  no  more;         96 
Then  ltills  the  thunder,  ceafe  the  flames  of  blue, 
The  rains  abated,  and  the  winds  withdrew, 
The  clouds  ride  off,  and,  as  they  march  away, 
Thro'  ev'ry  breaking  (hoots  a  cheerful  day  ;  100 

The  fea,  which  rag'd  lo  loud,  accepts  the  prize  j 
A  while  it  rolls,  then  all  the  tempell  dies  ; 
By  gradual  finking  flat  the  luriace  grows, 
And  fate  the  vetfel  with  the  failors  goes. 
The  lion  thus,  that  bounds  the  fences  o'er,  105 

And  makes  the  mountain-echoes  learn  to  roar, 
If  on  the  lawn  a  branching  deer  he  rend, 
Then  falls  his  hunger,  all  his  loarings  end  j 
Murm'ring  awhile,  to  reft  his  limbs  he  lays, 
And  the  freed  lawn  enjoys  its  herd  at  eafe.  HO 

Blefs'd  with  the  fudden  calm,  the  failors  own 
That  wretched  Jonah  wormipp'd  right  alone, 
Then  make  their  vows,  the  victim-lneep  prepare, 
Bemoan  the  prophet,  and  the  God  revere. 
S 
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Now,  tho>  you  fear  to  lofe  the  pow'r  to  breathe, 
Now  tho»  you  tremble,  Fancy  !  dive  beneath  j         116 
What  worlds  of  wonders  in  the  deep  are  feen, 
But  this  the  greateft — Jonah  lives  within  ! 
The  man  who  fondly  fled  the  Maker's  view, 
Strange  as  the  crime  has  found  a  dungeon  too.        120 
God  lent  a  monitor  of  the  frothing  lea, 
Fit  by  the  bulk,  to  gorge  the  living  prey, 
And  lodge  him  ftill  alive  ;  this  hulk  receives 
The  falling  prophet  as  he  daih'd  the  waves  : 
There  newly  wak'd,  from  fancy'd  death  he  lies,    125 
And  oft'  again  in  apprehenfion  dies, 
While  three  long  days  and  nights  depriv'd  of  fleep, 
He  turn'd  and  tols'd  him  up  and  down  the  deep } 
He  thinks  the  judgment  of  the  ftrangelt.  kind, 
And  much  he  wonders  what  the  Lorddefign'd  j        1 30 
Yet  fince  he  lives,  the  gift  of  life  he  weighs, 
That's  time  for  prayr,  and  thus  a  ground  for  praife : 
•*  From  the  dark  entrails  of  the  whale  to  thee, 
*'  (This  new  contrivance  of  a  hell  to  me,) 
"  To  thee,  my  God  !  I  cry'd  ;  my  fall  diftrefs     135 
"  Pierc'd  thy  kind  ear,  and  brought   my  foul  redrefs. 
*'  Caft  to  the  deep,  I  fell  by  thy  command, 
"  Caft  in  the  midit  beyond  the  reach  of  land  ; 
<l  Then  to  the  raid  ft  brought  down,  the  feas  abide 
({  Beneath  my  feet,  the  feas  on  ev'ry  fidej  143 

**  In  ftorms  the  billow,  and  in  calms  the  wave, 
<*  Are  moving  cov'rings  to  my  wand'ring  grave. 
"  Forc'd  by  uefpair  I  cry'd,  how  to  my  coll 
4(  I  fled  thy  prelence,  oh !  for  ever  loit ! 
€<  But  hope  revives  my  foul,  and  makes  me  fay,      145 
il  Yet  tow'rds  thy  temple  fhall  I  turn  and  prayj 
"  Or  if  I  know  not  here  where  Salem  lies, 
"  Thy  Temple's  heav'n,  and  faith  has  inward  eyes. 
"  Alas  !  the  waters  which  my  whale  Jurround 
*'  Have  thro'  my  forrowing  foul  a  paffage  found  j    1 50 
**  And  now  the  dungeon  moves,  new  depths  I  try, 
"  New  thoughts  of  danger  ail  his  paths  fupply. 
'*  The  laft  of  deeps  affords  the  laft  of  dread, 
*'  And  wraps  his  funeral  weeds  around  my  head  i 
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ff  Now  o'er  the  fand  his  rollings  feem  to  go,  155 

"  Where  the  big  mountains  root  their  ba:e  below  j 
'*  And  now  to  rocks  and  clefts  their  couri'e  they  take, 
u  Earth's  endleis  bars,  too  itrong  for  me  to  break  : 
"  Yet  from  th*  abyfs,  my  God!  thy  grace  divine 
f*  Hathcali'd  him  upward,  and  my  life  is  mine.    160 
*f  Still  as  I  tois'd,  I  fcarce  rctain'd  my  breath; 
"  My  foul  was  lick  within,  and  faint  to  death. 
u  'Twa»  then  I  thought  of  thee,  for  pity  pray'd, 
"  And  to  thy  temple  flew  the  pray'rs  I  made. 
M  The  men  whom  lying  vanity  enfnares  165 

■'  Foriake  thy  mercy,  that  which  might  be  theirs  j 
"  But  I  will  pay — My  God  1  my  King  !  receive 
u  The  folemn  vows  my  full  affecuon  gave, 
u  Wiien  in  the  temple  for  a  pialm  I  ring 
"  Salvation  only  from  my  God,  my  King."  170 

Thus  ends  the  prophet,  firft  from  Canaan  fent 
To  let  the  Gentiles  know  they  mult  repent : 
God  hears  and  lpeaks ;  the  whale  at  God's  command 
Heaves  to  the  light,  and  calls  him  forth  to  land. 

With  long  fatigue,  with  unexpected  eale,  175 

Opprefs'd*a  while,  he  lies  atide  the  leas  j 
His  eyes,  tho'  glad,  in  ftrange  aftonifh'd  way 
Stare  at  the  golden  front  of  cheerful  Day  ; 
Then,  flowly  rais'd,  he  fees  the  wonder  plain, 
And  what  he  pray'd  he  wrote  to  ting  again.  180 

The  fong  recorded  brings  his  vow  to  mind, 
He  mult  be  thankful,  for  the  Lord  was  kind  ; 
Straight  to  the  work  he  fhunnM  he  flies  in  halte, 
(That  feems  his  vow,   or  teems  a  part  at  lealt,) 
Preaching  he  comes,  and  thus  denoune'd  to  all,      185 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  fhall  tail; 
Fear  feiz'd  the  Gentiles,  Nineveh  believes, 
AH  faft  with  penitence,  and  God  forgives. 

Nor  yet  of  uie  the  prophet's  fuft  'ring  tails  ; 
Hell's  deep  black  bciom  more  than  thews  the  whales  : 
But  fome  refemblance  brings  a  type  to  view  j  191 

The  place  was  dark,  the  time  proportion 'd  too. 
1  A  race,"  the  Saviour  cries,  "  a  [infill  race, 
4  Tempts  for  a  fign  the  pow'rs  of  heav'nly  grace  j 
Sa 
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"  And  let  them  take  the  fignj  As  Jonah  lay  195 

"  Three  days  and  nights  within  the  fifh  of  prey, 
"  So  fhall  the  Son  of  man  defcend  below, 
"  Earth's  op'ning  entrails  mall  retain  him  To." 

My  Soul !  now  leek  the  fong,  and  find  me  there 
What  Heav'n  has  fhewn  thee  to  repel  delpair.        200 
See  where  from  hell  me  breaks  the  crumbling  ground, 
Her  hairs  ftand  upright,  and  they  ftare  around  j 
Her  horrid  front  deep-trenching  wrinkles  trace, 
Lean  fharp'ning  looks  deform  her  livid  face  j 
Bent  lie  the  brows,  and  at  the  bend  below  205 

With  fire  and  blood  two  wand'ring  eye-balls  glow : 
Fill'd  are  her  arms  with  num'rous  aids  to  kill, 
And  God  me  fancies  but  the  Judge  of  ill. 
Oh,  fair-ey'd  Hope  S  thou  lee'lt  the  paflion  nigh, 
Daughter  of  Promil'e,  oh  !  forbear  to  fly  j  zio 

AfTurance  holds  thee,  Fear  would  have  thee  go, 
Clofe  thy  blue  wings,  and  ftand  thy  deadly  foe  j 
The  Judge  of  ill  is  ftill  the  Lord  of  grace, 
As  luch  behold  him  in  the  prophet's  cafe, 
Call  to  be  drown'd,  devour'd  within  the  fea,  215 

Sunk  to  the  deep,  and  yet  reftor'd  to  day. 

Oh,  love  the  Lord,  my  Soul !  whofe  parent  care 
So  rules  the  world  he  punilhes  to  fpare. 
If  heavy  grief  my  downcalt  heart  opprefs, 
My  body  danger,  or  my  ftate  diftrels,  aic 

With  low  fubmiflion  in  thy  temper  bow, 
Like  Jonah  pray,  like  Jonah  make  thy  vow  ; 
With  hopes  of  comfort  kifs  the  chaft'ning  rod, 
And,  ftiunning  mad  defpair,  repofe  in  God  j 
Then  whatfo'er  the  prophet's  vow  defign, 
Repentance,  thanks,  and  charity,  be  mine.  2i( 
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T^ROM  the  bleak  beach,  and  broad  expanfe  of  fea, 
*■    To  lofty  Salem,   Thought!  direcl  thy  way, 
Mount  thy  light  chariot,  move  along  the  plains, 
And  end  thy  flight  when  Hezekiah  reigns. 

How  fwirtiy  Thought  has  pafs'd  from  land  to  land, 
And  quite  outrun  Time's  measuring  glafs  of  fand!    6 
Great  Salem's  walls  appear,  and  I  refort 
To  view  the  Hate  of  Hezckiah's  court. 

Well  may  that  king  a  pious  verfe  inipire, 
Who  cleaned  the  Temple,  who  revived  the  choir,  10 
PleasM  with  the  fervice  David  fix'd  be  (ore, 
That  heav'nly  mufic  might  on  earth  adore. 
Deep-rob'd  in  white  he  made  the  Levites  ftand, 
With  cymbals,  harps,  and  plalfries  in  their  hand  ; 
He  gave  the  prieits  their  trumpets,  prompt  to  ruile   1 5 
The  tuneful  foul  by  force  of  found  to  praife : 
A  fkilful  mafter  for  the  fong  he  chpfe, 
The  fongs  were  David's  thefe,  and  Afaph's  thofe  : 
Then  bums  their  off'ring,  all  around  rejoice, 
Each  tunes  his  inftrument  to  join  the  voice;  ao 

The  trumpets  founded,  and  the  fingers  lung, 
The  people  worfhipp'd,  and  the  Temple  rung  : 
Each,  while  the  victim  burns,  prefents  his  heart, 
Then  the  prielt  bleffes,  and  the  people  part. 

Hail,  facred  Mufic  1  fince  you  know  to  draw        25 
The  foul  to  heav'n,  the  fpirit  to  the  law, 
I  come  to  prove  thy  force  ;  thy  warbling  firing 
jVlay  tune  my  foul  to  write  what  others  ling. 

But  is  this  Salem  ?  this  the  promised  bins, 
Thefe  fighs  arid  groans  ?    what  means  the  realm  by 
this  ?  3« 

What  folemn  forrow  dwells  in  ev'ry  frreet ! 
What  fear  confounds  the  downcaft  looks  I  meet! 
Alas,  the  King!   Whole  nations  fink  with  woe 
When  righteous  kings  are  fummon'd  hence  to  go, 
S  3 
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The  King  lies  fick,  and  thus  to  fpeak  his  doom      35 
The  prophet,  grave  Ifaiah,  ftalks  the  room  : 
"Oh,  Pnnce!   thy  fervant,  fen t  from  God,  believe  j 
"  Set  all  in  order,  for  thou  can'ft  not  live." 
Solemn  he  faid,  and  fighing  left  the  place; 
Deep  prints  ot  horror  furrow'd  ev'ry  face,  40 

Within  their  minds  appear  eternal  giooms, 
Black  gaping  marbles  of  their  monarchs'  tombs  j 
A  king  belov'd  deceas'd,  his  offspring  none, 
And  wars  deftru&ive  ere  they  fix  the  throne. 
Straight  to  the  wall  he  turn'd  with  dark  defpair,      4.5 
('Twas  tow'rds  the  Temple,  or  for  private  pray'r,) 
And  thus  to  God  tne  pious  monarch  fpoke, 
Who  burn'd  the  gioves,  the  brazen  ferpent  broke  ; 
"  Remember,  Lord  !   with  what  a  heart  for  right,   • 
"  What  care  for  truth,  1  walk'd  within  thy  fight."  50 

'Twas  thus   with   terror,    pray'rs,    and    teais,    he 
tols'd, 
When  the  mid- court  the  grave  Ifaiah  crofs'd, 
Whom,  in  the  cedar  columns  of  the  fquare, 
Meets  a  l'weet  argel  hung  in    litt'ring  air  : 
Seizd  with  a  trance  he  ftopp'd ;  before  his  eye  55 

Clears  a  rais'd  arch  of  vilionary  iky, 
Where,  as  a  minute  pais'd,  the  greater  light 
Purpling  appear'd,  and  fouth'd  and  let  in  night  j 
A  moon  fucceeding  leads  the  ftarry  train, 
She  glides,  and  finks  her  fiiver  horns  again  :  60 

A  fecond  fancy 'd  morning  drives  the  fhades  ; 
Clos'd  by  the  dark  the  fecond  ev'ning  fades ; 
The  third  bright  dawn  awakes,  and  ftraight  he  fees 
The  Temple  rife,  the  monarch  on  his  knees. 
Pleas'd  with  the  fcene,  his  inward  thoughts  rejoice,  65 
When  thus  the  guardian  angel  form'd  a  voice  : 
"  Now  tow'rds  the  captain  of  my  people  go, 
'•  And,  Seer!  relate  him  what  thy  vifions  mow; 
**  The  Lord  has  heard  his  words,  and  feen  his  tears, 
tf  And  thro*  fifteen  extends  his  future  years."  70 

Here  to  the  room,  prepar'd  with  dilmal  black, 
The  prophet  turning,  brought  the  comfort  back. 
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"Oh,  Monarch,  hail!"    he  cry'd  j    "  thy  words  are 

heard, 
"  Thy  virtuous  anions  meet  a  kind  regard  ; 
"  God  gives  thee  fifteen  years  ;   when  thrice  a-day  75 
t(  Shews  the  round  fun,  within  the  Temple  pray." 

"  When  thrice  the  day  !"    furpris'd,   the  monarch 
cries, 
"  When  thrice  the  fun  !  what  powV  have  I  to  rife  ! 
u  But  if  thy  comfort's  human  or  divine, 
"  'Tis  ftiort  to  prove  it — give  thy  prince  a  fign."    80 
ft  Behold,"  the  prophet  cry'd  (and  Itretch'd  his  hands) 
u  Againft  yon'  lattice  where  the  dial  lianas, 
tl  Now  fhall  the  fun  a  backward  journey  go 
"  Thro'  ten  drawn  lines,  or  leap  to  ten  below." 
*(  'Tis  eafier  polling  Nature's  airy  track,"  85 

Replies  the  monarch ;  "  Let  the  fun  go  back." 
Attentive  here  he  gaz'd,  the  prophet  pray'd, 
Back  went  the  fun,  and  back  purfu'd  the  fhade. 

Cheer'd  by  the  fign,  and  by  the  prophet  heal'd, 
What  facred  thanks  his  gratitude  reveal'd  !  90 

As  fickly  fwaliows,  when  a  dimmer  ends, 
Who  mii's'd  the  pafTage  with  their  flying  friends, 
Take  to  a  wall,  there  lean  the  languid  head, 
While  all  who  find  them  think  the  (leepers  dead, 
If  yet  their  warmth  new  days  of  iummer  bring,      95 
They  wake,  and  joytul  flutter  up  to  ling  ; 
So  far'd  the  monarch  ;  fick  to  death  he  lay, 
His  court  defpair'd,  and  watch'd  the  laft  decay  j 
At  length  new  favour  fhines,  new  life  he  gains, 
And  rais'd  he  fings  5  'tis  thus  the  fong  remains  :     ipo 

"  I  faid,  my  God  !  when  in  the  loath'd  dil'eafe 
"  Thy  prophet's  words  cut  off  my  future  days, 
<c  Now  to  the  grave  with  mournful  hafte  1  go, 
(i  Now  Death  unbars  his  iable  gates  below. 
*f  How  might  my  years  by  courie  of  nature  laft  ?   105 
"  But  thou  pronounc'd  it,  and  the  profpe£l  palt. 
"  I  laid,   my  God!  thy  lervant  now  no  more 
"  Shall  in  thy  Temple's  facred  courts  adore  j 
"  No  more  on  earth  with  living  man  converfe, 
4<  Shrunk  in  a  cold  uncomfortable  herfe.  no 
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?<  My  life,  like  tents  which  wand'ringfhepherds  raife, 
"  Proves  a  fhort  dwelling,  and  removes  at  eafe. 
«<  My  fins  purfue  me;  fee  the  deadly  band  ; 
"  My  God,  who  fees  them,  cuts  me  frorn  the  land  ; 
*«  As  when  a  weaver  finds  his  labour  fped,  115 

*l  Swift  from  the  beam  he  parts  the  falt'ning  thread  ; 
*<  With  pining  ficknefs  all  from  night  to  day, 
*'  From  cay  to  night,  he  makes  my  ftrength  decay; 
««  Reck'ning  the  time,  I  roll  with  relflefs  groans, 
*«  Till  with  a  lion's  force  he  crufh  my  bones ;         1  ao 
*<  New  morning  dawns,  but,  like  the  morning  paft, 
««  *Tis  day,  "'tis  night,  and  ftill  my  forrows  laft. 
<<  Now  fcreaming  like  the  crane  my  words  I  fpoke, 
««  Now  like  thefwallow,  chatt'ring,  quick,  and  broke; 
«(  Now  like  the  doleful  dove,  when  on  the  plains    125 
«'  Her  mourning  tone  affects  the  lift'ning  fwains, 
««  To  heav'n  for  aid  my  wearying  eyes  I  throw, 
*«  At  length  they're  weary  M  quite,  and  fink  with  woe: 
*{  From  Death's  an  eft  for  fome  delays  I  fue, 
f<  Thou,  Lord  !  whojudg'd  me,  thou  reprieved  me  top* 
«  fLapture  of  joy  !  what  can  thy  fervant  fay  ?      1 31 
tl  He  fent  his  prophet  to  prolong  my  day ; 
"  Thro'  my  glad  limbs  I  feel  the  wonder  run, 
«*"  Thus  laid  the  Lord,  and  this  himfelf  has  done. 
fc  Soft  ftialll  walk,  and,  well  fee ur'd  from  fears,  135 
•«  Poffefs  the  comforts  of  my  future  years. 
"  Keep  fbft  my  heart,  keep  humble  while  they  roll, 
«'  Nor  e'er  forget  my  bitternefs  of  foul. 
«  'Tis  by  the  means  thy  facred  words  1'upply 
*?  Th^t  mankind  live,  but  in  peculiar  1 :  14P 

"  A  fecond  grant  thy  mercy  pleas'd  to  give, 
?«  And  my  rais'd  fpirits  doubly  item  to  live. 
"  Behold  the  time!  when  peact-  adorn'd  my  reign, 
<«  'Tw;'.i  then  I  felt  my  ftroke  of  humbling  pain ; 
ff  Corruption  dug  her  pit,  I  fear'd  to  fink,  145 

*f  Gcd  lov'u  my  loul,  and  fnatch'd  me  from  the  brink  5 
'*  Ke  turn'd  my  follies  from  his  gracious  eye, 
f <  As  men  who  pafs  accounts,  ar.d  caft  them  by. 
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*'  What  mouth  has  Death  which  can  thy  praife  pro- 
claim ? 
<f  What  tongue  the  Grave,  to  fpeak  thy  glorious  name  ? 
t(  Or  will  the  fenfelefs  dead  exult  with  mirth,  151 

u  Mov'd  to  their  hope  by  promifes  on  earth  ? 
,{  The  living,  Lord!    the  living  only  praife, 
'«  The  living  only  fit  to  ling  thy  lays  j 
'«  Thefe  feel  thy  favours,  thefe  thy  Temple  fee,     155 
«'  Thefe  raife  the  long,  as  I  this  day,  to  thee  : 
"  Nor  will  thy  truth  the  prefent  only  reach, 
•'  This  the  good  fathers  (hall  their  offspring  teach, 
"  Report  the  blellings  which  adorn  my  page, 
"  And  hand  their  own  with  mine  from  age  to  age. 

"  So  when  the  Maker  heard  his  creature  crave,   161 
,l  So  kindly  rofe  his  ready  will  to  fave. 
"  Then  march  we  folemn  tow'rds  the  Temple  door, 
"  While  all  our  joyful  mufic  founds  before  j 
"  There  on  this  day  thro'  all  my  life  appear,  165 

«'  When  this  comes  round  in  each  returning  year  j 
"  There  ftrike  the  ftrings,  our  voices  jointly  raife, 
t(  And  let  his  dwellings  hear  my  longs  of  praife." 

Thus  wrote  the  monarch,  and  I'll  think  the  lay 
Defign'd  for  public  when  he  went  to  pray  i  170 

I'll  think  the  perfect  compofition  runs, 
Perform'd  by  Hcman's  or  Jeduthan's  fons. 

Then  fince  the  time  arrives  the  iler  foretold, 
And  the  third  morning  rolls  an  orb  of  gold, 
With  thankful  zeal  recover'd,  Prince!  prepare      175 
To  lead  thy  nation  to  the  dome  of  pray'r. 

My  Fancy  takes  her  chariot  once  again, 
Moves  the  rich  wheels,  and  mingles  in  thy  train  j 
She  fees  the  fingers  reach  Moriah's  hill, 
The  n  inftrels  follow,  then  the  porches  fill ;  i8» 

She  wakes  the  num'rous  inttruments  of  art, 
That  each  perform  its  o.vn  adapted  part  j 
Seeks  airs  expreflive  of  thy  gratetul  ltrains, 
And  lilf'ning  hears  the  vary'd  tune  (lie  feigns. 

From  a  grave  pitch  to  fpeak  the  monarch's  woe,  185 
The  notes  flow  down,  and  deeply  found  below, 
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AH  long-continuing,  while  depriv'd  of  cafe 
He  rolls  for  tedious  nights  and  heavy  days. 
Here  intermixed  with  difcord,  when  the  crane 
Screams  in  the  notes  thro'  ftiarper  fenle  of  pain  j     zoo 
There  run  with  deicant  on,  and  taught  to  make 
When  pangs  repeated  force  the  voice  to  break  ; 
Now  like  the  dove  they  murmer,  till  in  fighs 
They  fall,  and  languim  with  the  failing  eyes  : 
Then  (lowly  ilack'ning,  to  furprife  the  more,  195 

*rom  a  dead  paufe  his  exclamations  foar  ; 
To  meet  bnfk  Health  the  notes  ai'cending  fly, 
Live  with  the  living,  and  exult  on.high: 
Yet  /till  diftincl  in  parts  the  muiic  plays, 
Till  prince  and  people  both  are  cali'd  to  praife  j     200 
Then  all  uniting  ftrongly  ftrike  the  firing, 
Py  forth  their  utmoft  breath,  and  loudly  fingj 
The  wide-fpread  chorus  fills  the  iacred  ground, 
And  holy  transport  fcales  the  clouds  with  found. 

Or  thus,  or  livelier,  if  their  hand  and  voice       405 
Join  d  the  good  anthem,  might  the  realm  rejoice. 

This  ftory  known,  the  leaned  Chaldeans  came, 
Drawn  by  the  fign  obferv'd,  or  mov'd  by  fame  5 
Thefe  aik  the  fad  for  Hezekiah  done,    ' 
And  much  they  wonder  at  their  god  the  fun,  %  19 

That  thrice  he  drove,  thro'  one  extent  of  day, 
His  gold-mod  horfes  in  ethereal  way  5 
Then  vainly  ground  their  guefs  on  Nature's  laws  ; 
rhefoundeft  knowledge  owns  a  greater  caufe. 

Faith  knows  the  facl:  tranfeends,  and  bids  me  find 
What  help  for  pra&ice  here  incites  the  mind;         »j  6 
Straight  to  the  long,  the  thankful  long,  I  move  j 
May  iuch  the  voice  of  ev'ry  creature  prove, 
Jf  ev'ry  creature  meets  its  fhare  of  woe, 
And  for  kind  refcues  ev'ry  creature  owe  j  120 

In  public  fo  thy  Maker's  praife  proclaim, 
Nor  what  you  begg'd  with  tears  conceal  with  flume. 

*Tis  there  the  miniitry  thy  name  repeat, 
And  tell  what  mercies  were  vouchlaf 'd  of  late, 
Then  joins  the  church,  and  begs  thro'  all  our  davs  225 
Not  only  with  our  lips  but  lives  to  praife. 
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*Tis  there  our  fov'reigns  for  a  fingle  day 
The  feaft  proclaim'd,  their  lignal  thanks  repay : 
O'er  the  long  ftreets  we  lee  the  chariots  wheel, 
And,  following,  think  of  Hezekiah  itill  j  230 

In  the  blefs'd  dome  we  meet  the  white-rob  d  choir, 
Iji  whofe  1'weet  notes  our  ravifh'd  fouls  afpire  j 
Side  aniw'ring  fide,  we  hear  and  bear  a  part, 
AU  warm'd  with  language  from  the  grateful  heart j 
Or  raife  the  fong,  where  meeting  keys  rejoice,        235 
And  teach  the  bale  to  wed  the  treble  voice  j 
Arts  foft'ning  echoes  in  the  muiic  found^ 
And  anfw'ring  natures  from  the  roof  rebound. 

Here  clofe,  my  Verfe  !  the  fervice  afks  no  more ; 
Blefs  thy  good  God,  and  give  the  tranfport  o'er.    246 
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^TOW  leave  the  porch,  to  vifion  now  retreat, 

^^    Where  the  next  rapture  glows  with  varying  heat « 

Now  change  the  time,  and  change  the  Temple  fcene, 

The  following  feer  forewarns  a  future  reign. 

To  fome  retirement  where  the  prophets'  ions  5 

Indulge  their  holy  flight  my  fancy  runs ; 

Some  lacred  college,  built  for  praife  and  pray'r, 

And  heav'nly  dream,  me  leeks  Habakkuk  there. 

Perhaps  'tis  there  he  moans  the  nation's  fin, 

Hears  the  word  come,  or  feels  the  fit  within  ;  jo 

Or  fees  the  vifion  fram'd  with  angels'  hands, 

And  dreads  the  judgments  of  revolted  lands  5 

Or  holds  a  converfe  if  the  Lord  appear, 

And,  like  Elijah,  wraps  his  face  for  fear: 

This  deep  recefs  portends  an  aft  of  weight,  15 

A  mefTage  lab'ring  with  the  work  of  Fate. 

Methinks  the  Ikies  have  lolt  their  lovely  blue, 
A  ftorm  rides  fiery,  thick  the  clouds  enfue. 
Fall'nto  the  ground,  with  proftrate  face  I  lie, 
Oh !  'twere  the  fame  in  this  to  gaze  and  die.  40 

But  hark,  the  prophet's  voice  !  my  pray'rs  complain 
Of  labour  fpent,  of  preaching  urg'd  in  vain. 
And  muff.,  my  God!  thy  ibrrowing  fervant  ftill 
Quit  my  lone  joys  to  walk  this  world  of  ill, 
Where  fpoiling  rages,  ftrife  and  wrong  command,    45 
And  the  llack'd  laws  no  longer  curb  the  land  ? 

At  this  a  ihange  and  more  than  human  found 
Thus  breaks  the    cloud,  and   daunts    the  trembling 

ground : 
*f  Behold,  ye  Gentiles!  wondYmg  all  behold, 
<«  What  fcarce  ye  credit  tho'  the  work  be  told,         30 
««  For,  lo  !  ihe  proud  Chaldean  troops  I  raife, 
"  To  march  rhe  breadth,  and  all  the  region  leize, 
"  Fierce  as  the  prowling  wolves  at  dole  of  day, 
«  And  iwi  t  as  eagles  in  purfuit  of  prey : 
««  As  eaftern  winds  to  blare  the  feafon  blow,  35 

ei  For  biood  and  rapine  flies  the  dreadful  foe, 
1 
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•■  Leads  the  fad  captives  countlefs  as  the  fand, 

ft  Derides  the  princes,  and  deftroys  the  land  ; 

"  Yet  thefe  triumphant  grown  offend  me  more, 

"  And  only  thank  the  gods  they  chofe  before."         40 

€t  Art  thou  not  Holieft  V*  here  the  prophet  cries, 
"  Supreme,  Eternal,  of  the  pureft  eyes  ? 
ic  And  (hall  thole  eyes  the  wicked  realms  regard, 
*'  Their  crimes  be  great,  yet  vicVry  their  reward? 
•'  Shall  thefe  ftill  ravage  more  and  more  to  reign,      45 
u  Draw  the  full  net,  and  caft  to  fill  again  ? 
"  As  watchmen  filent  fit,  I  wait  to  fee 
"  How  folves  my  doubt,  what  fpeaks  the  Lord  to  me.'* 

"  Then  go,""  the  Lord  replies,  "  fufpend  thy  fears, 
11  And  write  the  vifion  for  a  term  of  years.  50 

"  Thy  foes  will  feel  their  turn  when  thole  are  paft: 
t(  Wait,  tho'  it  tarry;  fure  it  comes  at  laft. 
u  *Tis  for  their  rapine,  lulls,  and  thirft  of  blood, 
t{  And  all  their  unpiotecling  gods  of  wood  : 
f  The  Lord  is  prefent  on  his  facred  hillj  55 

"  Ceafe  thy  weak  doubts,  and  let  the  world  be  ftill.'* 

Here  Terror  leaves  me  with  exalted  head, 
I  breathe  fine  air,  and  find  the  vifion  fled  ; 
The  feer  withdrawn,  infpir'd,  and  urg'd  to  write, 
By  the  warm  influence  of  the  facred  fight.  60 

His  writing  finiih'd,  prophet-like  array 'd, 
He  brings  the  burthen  on  the  region  laid  j 
His  hands  a  tablet  and  a  volume  bear; 
The  tablet  threat'nings,  and  the  volume  pray*r  j 
Both  for  the  Temple,  where,  to  fhun  decay,  65 

Enroird  the  vrorks  of  Infpiration  lay; 
And  awful  off  he  flops,  or  marches  flow, 
While  the  dull'd  nation  hears  him  preach  their  woe. 

Arriv'd  at  length,  with  grave  concern  for  all, 
He  fiVd  his  table  on  the  facred  wall.  70 

'Twas  large  inferib'd,  that  thofe  who  run  might  read, 
"  Habakkuk's  burthen  by  the  Lord  decreed ; 
"  For  Judah's  fins  her  empire  is  no  more, 
"  The  fierce  Chaldeans  bathe  her  realm  in  gore." 

Next  to  the  prieft  his  volume  he  refign'd  ;  75 

'Twas  pray'r  with  praifes  mix'd,  to  raife  the  mind  j 
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'Twas  fails  recounted  which  their  fathers  knew, 
'Twas  pow'r  in  wonders  manifeft  to  view  j 
*Twas  comfort  raisM  on  love  already  part, 
And  hope  that  former  love  returns  at  lair.  80 

The  prietts  within  the  piophefy  convey 'd, 
The  fingers'  tunes  to  join  his  anthem  made  : 
Hear  and  attend  the  words ;  and,  holy  Thou  ! 
That  heip'd  the  prophet,  help  the  poet  now. 

"  O  Loral  who  rules  the  world,  with  mortal  ear  S5 
«*  I've  heard  thy  judgments,  and  I  fliake  for  fear. 
"  O  Lord  !  by  whom  their  number'd  years  we  find, 
«<  E'en  in  the  midit  receive  the  drooping  mind  j 
«  E'en  in  the  midlt  thou  canit — then  make  it  known 
"  Thy  love,  thy  will,  thy  pow'r,  to  fave  thine  own. 
61  Remember  mercy  tho'  thine  anger  burn,  9,1 

«'  And  icon  to  Salem  bid  thy  flock  return. 
£C  O  Lord!  who  gav'ft  it  with  an  outftretch'd  hand, 
6t  We  well  remember  how  thou  gav'it  the  land. 

**  God  came  from  Teman ;  fouthward  fprung  the 
flame  j  95 

«s  From  Paron  mount  the  One  that's  holy  came  j 
•*  A  glittring  giory  made  the  defert  blaze, 
"  High  heav'n  was  cover'd,  earth  was  fill'd  with  praife, 
'*  Dazziing  the  brightnefs,  not  the  fun  fo  bright, 
•*  'Twas  here  the  pure  fubftantial  fount  of  light     joO 
•«  Shot  from  his  hand  and  fide  in  golden  ftreams, 
*'  Came  forward  eiRuent  horuy-pointed  beams: 
"  Thus  (hone  his  coming  as  fuhlimely  fair 
•'  As  bounded  Nature  has  been  fram'd  to  bear  j 
"  But  ail  iiis  further  marks  of  grandeur  hid,  105 

fi  Nor  what  he  could  was  known,  but  what  he  did: 
"  Dire  plagues  before  him  ran  at  his  command, 
*'  To  waite  the  nations  in  the  Promis'd  Land  j 
*'  A  fcprching  flame  went  forth  where'er  he  trod, 
"  And  burning  fevers  were  the  coals  of  God  :        11O 
*<Fix'd  on  the  mount  he  flood,  his  meas'ring  reed 
*«  Marks  the  rich  realms  for  Jacob's  feed  decreed } 
**  He  looks  with  anger,  and  the  nations  fly 
■'  From  the  fierce  fparklings  of  his  dreadful  eye  5 


HABAKKU.K.  *TJ 

«  He  turns,  the  mountain  (hakes  its  awful  brow ;  115 
**  Awful  he  turns,  and  hills  eternal  bow. 
•*  How  glory  there,  how  terror  here,  difplays 
M  His  great,  unknown,  yet  everlafting  ways  ! 

"  I  fee  the  fable  tents  along  the  ftrand 
*'  Where  Cufhan  wander'd  defolately  ftand,  1  to 

u  And  Midian's  high  pavilions  (hake  with  dread, 
"  While  the  tam'd  leas  thy  refcuM  nation  tread. 
**  What  burft  the  path  ?  what  made  the  Lord  engage? 
•'  Could  waters  anger,  feas  incite,  thy  rage, 
"  That  thus  thine  horfes  force  the  foaming  tide,      125 
u  And  all  the  chariots  of  faivation  ride  ? 
t(  Thy  bow  was  bare  for  what  *:hy  mercy  fwore, 
f<  Thofe  oaths,  that  promife,   Ifrael  had  before. 

"  The  rock  th3t  felt  thee  cleav'd,  the  rivers  flow, 
"  The  wond'ring  defert  lends  them  beds  below.      1  50 
"  Thy  might  the  mountains'  heaving  fhocks  confeft, 
M  High  fhatter'd  Horeb  trembled  o'tr  the  reft  : 
"  Great  Jordan  pals'd  its  nether  waters  by, 
•'  Its  upper  waters  rais'd  the  voice  on  high  : 
"  Sale  in  the  deep  we  went,  the  liquid  wall  135 

"  Curling  arole,  and  had  no  leave  to  fall : 
"  The  fun  eifulgem,  and  the  moon  ferene, 
u  Stopp'd  by  thy  will,  their  heav'nly  courfe  refrain : 
4  The  voice  was  man's,  yet  both  the  voice  obey, 
"  Till  wars  completed  clofe  the  lengthen'd  day.      140 
"  Thy  glitt'ring  fpears,  thy  rattling  darts  prevail, 
u  Thy  fpears  of  lrghtning,  and  thy  darts  of  hail. 
**  'Twai  thou  that  march'd  againft  the  Heathen  band, 
"  Rage  in  thy  vifage,  and  thy  flail  in  hand  5  j  44 

'*  'Twas  thou  that  went  beroie  to  wound  their  head, 
4i  The  captain  follow'd  where  the  Saviour  led: 
u  Torn  from  their  earth  they  feel  the  defp'rate  wound, 
"  And  pow'r  unfounded  fails  for  want  of  ground. 
"  With  village-war  thy  Tribes,  where'er  they  go, 
"  Dillrefs  the  remnant  cf  the  fcatter'd  foe  ;  150 

•'  Yet  mad  they  rulh'd  as  whirling  wind  defcends, 
•*  And  deem'd  for  friendlefs  thofe  the  Lord  bet;iends. 
"  Thy  trampling  horie  from  fea  to  lea  iubdue, 
*'  The  bounding  ocean  lett  no  more  to  do. 
T  z 
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«  O  when  I  heard  what  thou  vouchfaf 'dft  to  win  155 
<<  With  works  of  wonder  muft  be  loft  for  fin, 
<<  I  quak'd  thro'  fear,  the  voice  forfook  my  tongue, 
Cl  Or  at  my  lips  with  quiv'ring  accent  hung; 
'•'  Dry  leannefs  ent'ring  to  my  marrow  came, 
"  And  ev'ry  loos'ning  nerve  unftrung  my  frame.    160 
*l  How  fhall  I  reft,  in  what  protecting  made, 
«<  When  the  day  comes,  and  hoftile  troops  invade  ? 

M  Tho'  neither  bloffoms  on  the  fig  appear, 
tl  Nor  vines  with  clufters  deck,  the  purpling  year; 
*!  Tho1  all  our  labours  olive-trees  belie,  165 

*'  Tho'  fields  the  lubftance  of  the  bread  deny; 
«'  Tho1  flocks  are  fever'd  from  the  filent  fold, 
«'  And  the  rais'd  flails  no  lowing  cattle  hold, 
*'  Yet  fliall  my  foul  be  glad,  in  God  rejoice, 
€t  Yet  to  my  Saviour  will  I  lift  my  voice,  170 

tl  Yet  to  my  Saviour  frill  my  temper  fings, 
"  What  David  fet  to  inftruments  of  firings  ; 
*'  The  Lord's  my  itrength,  like  hinds  he  makes  my 
"  Yon'  mount's  my  refuge,  I  as  fafely  fleet,       [feet ; 
11  Or  (if  the  fong's  apply'd)   he  makes  me  ftill        175 
"  Expecl;  returning  to  Moriah's  hill.,> 

In  all  this  hymn  what  daring  grandeur  fhines ! 
What  darting  glory  rays  among  the  lines  ! 
What  mountains,  earthquakes,  clouds,  and   fmokes 

are  feen ! 
What  ambient  fires  conceal  the  Lord  within  !  jX# 

What  working  wonders  give  the  promis'd  place, 
And  load  the  conducT:  of  a  ftubborn  race  ! 
In  all  the  work  a  lively  fancy  flows, 
O'er  all  the  work  fincere  affeftion  glows, 
While  Truth's  firm  rein  the  courie  of  Fancy  guides, 
And  o'er  affection  zeal  divine  prefides.  1 86 

Borne  on  the  prophet's  wings,  methinks  I  fly 
Amongft  eternal  attributes  on  high  ; 
And  here  I  touch  at  love  fupremely  fair, 
And  now  at  pow'r,  anon  at  mercy  there ;  190 

So  like  a  warbling  bird  my  tunes  I  raife 
On  thofe  green  boughs  the  Tree  of  Life  difplays, 
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Whofe  twelve  fair  fruits  each  month  by  turns  receives, 
And  for  the  nations  healing  ope  their  leaves  : 
Then  be  the  nations  heard,  for  this  I  fing,  195 

Defcendingfoftly  from  the  prophet's  wing. 

Thou,  World  !  attend,  the  cafe  of  Ilrael  fee, 
'Twill  thus  at  large  refer  to  God  and  thee. 
If  love  be  fhewn  thee,  turn  thine  eyes  above, 
And  pay  the  duties  relative  to  love  5  100 

If  pow'r  be  fhewn,  and  wonderfully  fo, 
Wonder,  and  thank,  adore,  and  bow  below  j 
If  pow'r  that  led  thee  now  no  longer  lead, 
But  brow-bent  Juitice  draws  the  flaming  blade; 
When  love  is  fcorn'd,  when  fin  the  fword  provokes, 
Let  tears  and  pray'rs  avert  or  heal  the  ftrokes  j        206 
If  Juftice  leaves  to  wound,  and  thou  to  groan 
Beneath  new  lords  in  countries  not  thine  own, 
Know  this  for  Mercy's  a£t,  and  let  your  lays, 
Grateful  in  ali,  recount  the  caufe  of  prail'e  ;  210 

Then  love  returns,  and  while  no  fins  divide 
The  firm  alliance,  pow'r  will  fhield  thy  fide. 

See  the  grand  round  of  Providence's  care, 
See  realms  affifted  here,  and  puniuYa  there ; 
O'er  the  juft  circle  caft  thy  wond'ring  eyes, 
Thank  while  you  gaze,  and  ftudy  to  be  wife.  116 


MISCELLANIES, 

ESSAY  ON  THE  DIFFERENT  STYLES  OF 
POETRY.* 

TO  HENRY  LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 


<k Vatibus  addere  calcar, 

Ut  ftudio  msjore  petanr.  Helicona  virentem." 
Hor.  Ep.  II.  i. 


T  HATE  the  vulgar  with  untuneful  mind  j 
-*•  Hearts  uninfpird,  and  fenfes  unrefin'd. 
Hence,  ye  prophane '.  I  raife  the  founding  firing, 
And  Bolingbroke  defcends  to  hear  me  fing. 

*  Allegory  is  in  itfelf  fo  retired  away  of  Writing,  that  it  was  thought 
proper  to  fay  fomething  beforehand  concerning  this  Piece,  which  is  en- 
tirely framed  upon  it.  The  defign,  therefore,  is  to  fhew  the  feveral 
Styles  which  have  been  made  ufe  of  by  thofe  who  have  endeavoured  to 
write  in  verfe.  The  fcheme,  by  which  it  is  carried  on,  fuppofes  an  old 
GrecianPoet  couchinghis  o'ofervations  or  inftrudlions  within  an  Allegory; 
which  Allegory  is  wrought  out  upon  the  Angle  word  Flight,  as  in  the 
figurative  way  it  fignifies  a  thought  above  the  common  level:  here  Wit 
is  made  to  be  Pegaius,  and  the  Poet  his  Rider,  who  flies  by  feveral  coun- 
tries where  he  muft  not  touch,  by  which  are  meant  fo  many  vicious 
Styles,  and  arrives  at  laft  at  the  Sublime.  This  way  of  Writing  is  not 
only  very  engaging  to  the  fancy,  whenever  it  is  well  performed,  but  it 
has  been  thought  alfo  one  of  the  firft  that  the  Poets  made  »fe  of.  Hence 
arofe  many  of  thofe  ftorles  concerning  the  Heathen  Gods,  which  at  firft 
were  invented  to  infir.uate  Truth  and  Morality  more  pleaftngly,  and 
which  afterwards  made  Poetry  itfelf  more  folemn,  when  they  happened 
to  be  received  into  the  Heathen  Divinity.  And  indeed  there  leems  to  be 
no  likelier  way  by  which  a  Poetical  Genius  may  yet  appear  as  an  Ori- 
ginal, than  that  he  fhouid  proceed  with  a  full  compais  of  thought  and 
knowledge,  either  to  defign  his  plan,  or  to  beautify  the  parts  of  it,  in 
an  allegorical  manner.  We  are  much  beholden  to  Antiquity  for  thofe 
excellent  compofitior.s  by  which  Writers  at  prefent  form  their  minds; 
but  it  is  not  fo  much  required  of  us  to  adirere  merely  to  their  fables,  as 
to  obferve  their  manner.  For,  if  we  preclude  our  own  invention,  Poetry 
will  confift  only  inexpreffion,  orfimile,  or  the  application  of  old  ftories; 
and  the  utmoft  character  to  which  a  Genius  can  arrive  will  depend  on 
imitation,  or  a  borrowing  from  others,  which  we  muft  agree  together 
not  to  call  ftealing,  becaufe  we  take  only  from  the  Ancients.  There 
have  been  Poets  amongft  ourfelves,  fuch  as  Spenfer  and  Milton,  who 
have  fuccefsfully  ventured  further.  Thefe  inftances  may  let  us  fee  that 
Invention  is  not  bounded  by  what  has  been  done  before  :  they  may  open 
our  imaginations,  and  be  one  method  of  prtferving  us  from  Writing 
without  fchemes.  As  for  what  relates  any  further  particularly  to  this 
Poem,  the  Reader  will  obferve,  that  its  aim  is  Inftrudtion.  Perhaps  a 
reprefentation  of  feveral  miftakes  and  difficulties,  which  happen  to  many 
who  write  Poetry,  may  deter  lome  from  attempting  what  they  have  not 
been  made  for:  and  perhaps  the  defcription  of  feveral  beauties  belonging 
to  it  may  afford  hints  towards  forming  a  Genius  for  delighting  and  im- 
proving mankind.  If  either  of  thefe  happen,  the  Poem  is  uleful ;  and 
upon  that  account  its  faults  may  be  the  more  ealily  excufed.     Parnrll. 
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When  Greece  could  truth  in  Myftic  Fable  fhroud,  5 
And  with  delight  inftru£t  the  liftening  crowd, 
An  ancient  Poet  (Time  has  loft  his  name) 
Deliver'd  ftrains  on  Verfe  to  future  fame. 
Still,  as  he  fung,  he  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  felt  the  notes  a  rifing  warmth  infpire.  10 

Ye  fweetening  Graces,  in  the  Murk  throng, 
Affift  my  genius,  and  retrieve  the  long 
From  dark  oblivion.     See,  my  genius  goes 
To  call  it  forth.     'Twas  thus  the  Poem  rofe. 

tt  Wjt  is  the  Mufes'  horfe,  and  bears  on  high    15 
The  daring  rider  to  the  Mufes'  fky  ; 
Who,  while  his  ftrength  to  mount  aloft  he  tries, 
By  regions  varying  in  their  nature  flies. 
At  firft,  he  rifeth  o'er  a  land  of  toil, 
A  barren,  hard,  and  undeferving  foil,  20 

Where  only  weeds  from  heavy  labour  grow, 
Which  yet  the  nation  prune,  and  keep  for  mow  ; 
Where  couplets  jingling  on  their  accent  run, 
Whofe  Point  of  Epigram  is  funk  to  Pun ; 
Where  *  wings  by  fancy  never  feather'd  fly,  25 

Where  lines  by  meaiure  form'd  in  Hatchets  lie  j 
Where  Altars  ftand,  erected  Porches  gape, 
And  fenfe  is  crampM  svhile  words  are  par'd  to  fliape  j 
Where  mean  Acrortics,  laboured  in  a  frame 
On  fcatter'd  letters,  raife  a  painful  fcheme;  30 

And,  by  confinement  in  their  work,  controul 
The  great  enlargings  of  the  boundlefs  foul ; 
Where  if  a  warrior's  elevated  fire 
Would  all  the  brighter!  ftrokes  of  verfe  require, 
Then  ftraight  in  Anagram  a  wretched  crew  35 

Will  pay  their  undeferving  praifes  tco  j 
While  on  the  rack  his  poor  disjointed  name 
Muft  tell  its  matter's  character  to  Fame. 
And  (if  my  fire  and  fears  aright  preiage) 
The  labouring  writers  of  a  future  age  40 

Shall  clear  new  ground,  and  grots  and  caves  repair, 
To  civilize  the  babbling  echoes  there. 

*  Thefe  and  the  like  conceits  of  rutfing  Poems  into  feveral  fhapes  bv 
the  different  Ungtiis  of  lines,  are  fi  qu.ni  mt.d  Poets  of  moftiangu  fc»a. 

ParntU. 
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Then,  while  a  lover  treads  a  lonely  walk, 

His  voice  ihall  with  its  own  reflection  talk, 

The  doling  founds  of  all  the  vain  device  ^.e 

Select:  by  trouble  frivoloufly  nice, 

Refound  through  verie,  and  with  a  falfe  pretence 

Support  the  dialogue,  and  pais  for  fenfe. 

Can  things  like  thefe  to  lafting  praife  pretend  ? 

Can  any  Mufe  the  worthlefs  toil  befriend  ?  50 

Ye  lacred  Virgins,    in  my  thoughts  ador'd, 

Ah,  be  for  ever  in  my  lines  depior'd, 

If  tricks  on  words  acquire  an  endlefs  name, 

And  trifles  merit  in  the  court  of  Fame  !** 

At  this  the  Poet  ftood  concern'd  a  while,  55 

And  view'd  his  objects  with  a  fcornful  fmile: 
Then  other  images  of  different  kind, 
With  different  workings,  enter'd  on  his  mindj 
At  whofe  approach  he  felt  the  former  gone, 
And  ihivefd  in  conceit,  and  thus  went  on  :  C& 

**  By  a  cold  region  next  the  Rider  goes, 
Where  all  lies  covered  in  eternal  fnows  j 
Where  no  bright  Genius  drives  the  chariot  high, 
To  glitter  on  the  ground,  and  gild  the  iky. 
Bleak  level  Realm,  where  Frigid  Styles  abound,      65 
Where  never  yet  a  daring  thought  was  found, 
But  counted  feet  is  Poetry  defin'd  ; 
And  ftarv'd  conceits,  that  chill  the  leader's  mind, 
A  little  fenfe  in  many  words  imply, 
And  drag  in  loitering  numbers  flowly  by.  70 

Here  dry  fententious  fpeeches,  half  aileep, 
Prolong'd  in  lines,  o'er  many  pages  creep; 
Nor  ever  ihew  the  paifions  well  exprefs'd, 
Nor  raife  like  paifions  in  another's  breaft, 
Kere  fiat  narrations  fair  exploits  debafe,  75 

In  meafures  void  of  every  fhining  grace; 
Which  never  arm  their  hero  for  the  field, 
Nor  with  prophetic  ftory  paint  the  (hield, 
Nor  fix  the  creft,  nor  make  the  feathers  wave, 
Nor  with  their  characters  reward  the  brave;  £0 

Undeck'd  they  ftand,  and  unadorn'd  with  praife, 
And  fail  to  profit  while  they  fail  to  pleafe. 
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Here  forced  Defcription  is  fo  ftrangely  wrought, 
It  never  ftamps  its  image  on  the  thought  j 
The  lifelefs  trees  may  ftand  for  ever  bare,  85 

And  rivers  flop,  for  aught  the  readers  care  ; 
They  fee  no  branches  trembling  in  the  woods, 
Nor  hear  the  murmurs  of  increafing  floods, 
Which  near  the  roots  with  ruffled  waters  flow, 
And  (hake  the  fhadows  of  the  boughs  below.  90 

Ah,  facred  Verfe  I  replete  with  heavenly  flame, 
Such  cold  endeavours  would  invade  thy  name ! 
The  writer  fondly  would  in  thefe  furvive, 
Which,  wanting  fpirit,  never  feem'd  alive  : 
But,  if  Applauie  or  Fame  attend  his  pen,  95 

Let  breath  lets  ftatues  pafs  for  breathing  men." 

Here  feem'd  the  Singer  touched  at  what  he  fung, 
And  grief  a  while  c'elay'd  his  hand  and  tongue  j 
But  foon  he  checked  his  fingers,  chofe  a  ftrain, 
And  flouriuYd  fhrill,  and  thus  arofe  again  :  100 

"  Pafs  the  next  region  which  appears  to  mow  1 
*Tis  very  open,  unimprov'd,  and  low  j 
No  noble  flights  of  elevated  thought, 
No  nervous  itrength  of  fenle  maturely  wrought, 
PofTefs  this  Realm  5  but  common  turns  are  there,  105 
Which  idly  fportive  move  with  childifh  air. 
On  callow  wings,  and  like  a  plague  of  flies, 
The  little  fancies  in  a  Poem  rife, 
The  jaded  Reader  every  where  to  ftrike, 
And  move  his  paflions  every  where  alike.  no 

There  all  the  graceful  nymphs  are  forc'd  to  play 
Where  any  water  bubbles  in  the  way  ; 
There  fliaggy  Satyrs  are  oblig'd  to  rove 
In  all  the  fields,  and  over  all  the  grove  : 
There  every  ftar  is  fummon'd  from  its  fphere,       115 
To  drefs  one  face,  and  make  Clorinda  fair : 
There  Cupids  fling  their  darts  in  every  long, 
While  Nature  ftands  neglected  all  along  : 
Till  the  teaz'd  hearer,  vex'd  at  laft  to  find 
Gne  conftant  objecl  ftill  afTault  the  mind,  no 

Admires  no  more  at  what's  no  longer  new, 
^.nd  haftes  to  ftiun  the  perfecuting  view. 
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There  bright  furpnzes  of  Poetic  rage 

(Whole  Ifrength  and  beauty,  more  confirm  *d  jn  age 

For  having  lafted,  laft  the  longer  ftill)  Ia^ 

By  weak  attempts  are  imitated  ill, 

Or  carried  on  beyond  their  proper  light, 

Or  with  refinement  flourifh'd  out  of  light. 

There  Metaphors  on  Metaphors  abound, 

And  fenfe  by  differing  images  confound:  130 

Strange  injudicious  management  of  thought, 

Not  born  to  rage,  nor  into  method  brought. 

Ah,  facred  Mule!  from  luch  a  Realm  retreat, 

Nor  idly  walte  the  influence  of  thy  heat 

On  (hallow  foils,  where  quick  productions  rife,       135 

And  wither  as  the  warmth  that  rais'd  them  dies." 

Here  o'er  his  breaft  a  fort  of  pity  roll'd, 
Which  fomething  labouring  in  the  mind  controul'd, 
And  made  him  touch  the  loud  rel'ounding  firings, 
While  thus  with  Mulic's  ftronger  tones  he  lings  :   140 

"  Mount  higher  ftill,  ftill  keep  thy  faithful  feat, 
Mind  the  firm  reins,  and  curb  thy  courfer's  heat  j 
Nor  let  him  touch  the  Realms  that  next  appear, 
Whofe  hanging  turrets  feem  a  fall  to  fear  j 
And  flrangely  itand  along  the  trails  of  air,  145 

Where  thunder  rolls,  and  bearded  comets  glare. 
The  thoughts  that  moft  extravagantly  foar, 
The  words  that  iounJ.  as  if  they  meant  to  roar; 
For  rant  and  noife  areoffer'd  here  to  choice, 
And  fland  elecled  by  the  public  voice.  15© 

All  fchemes  are  flighted  which  attempt  to  fhine 
At  once  with  ftrange  and  probable  defign  j 
'Tis  here  a  mean  conceit,  a  vulgar  view, 
That  bears  the  leafl  refpeft  to  feeming  true  j 
While  every  trifling  turn  of  things  is  feen  155 

To  move  by  Gods  dcfcending  in  machine. 
Here  fwelling  lines  with  ftalking  ftrut  proceed, 
And  in  the  clouds  terrific  rumblings  breed  j 
Here  fingle  herues  deal  grim  deaths  around, 
And  armies  perilh  in  tremendous  found  ;  16© 

Here  tearful  monlters  are  preferv'd  to  die, 
In  fuch  a  tumult  as  affrights  the  iky  j 
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For  which  the  golden  fun  fhall  hide  with  dread, 

And  Neptune  lift  his  fedgy-matted  head, 

Admire  the  roar,  and  dive  with  dire  difmay,  165 

And  feek  his  deepefl  chambers  in  the  Tea. 

Toraife  their  fubjecl  thus  the  linesdevife, 

And  falie  extravagance  would  fain  furprize  ; 

Yet  ftill,  ye  Gods,  ye  live  untouch'd  by  fear, 

And  undiilurb'd  at  bellowing  monrfers  here  :  170 

But  with  companion  guard  the  brain  of  men, 

If  thus  they  bellow  through  the  Poet's  pen  ; 

So  will  the  Reader's  eyes  difcern  aright 

The  rafheft  fally  from  the  ncbkft  flight, 

And  find  that  only  boaft  and  found  agree  175 

Tofeem  the  life  and  voice  of  majefty, 

When  Writers  rampant  on  Apollo  call, 

And  bid  him  enter  and  poffefs  them  all, 

And  make  his  flames  afford  a  wild  pretence 

To  keep  them  unreftrain'd  by  common  fenfe.  180 

Ah,  facred  Verfe  !  left  Realon  quit  thy  fear, 

Give  none  to  fuch,  or  give  a  gentler  heat." 

'Twas  here  the  Singer  felt  his  temper  wrought 
By  fairer  profpecls,  which  arofe  to  thought} 
And  in  hlmfeif  a  while  collected  fat,  185 

And  much  admir'd  at  this,  and  much  at  that  j 
Till  all  the  beauteous  forms  in  order  ran, 
And  then  he  took  their  track,  and  thus  began  : 

"  Above  the  beauties,  far  above  the  mow 
In  which  weak  Nature  drefles  here  below,  150 

Stands  the  great  palace  of  the  Bright  and  Fine, 
Where  fair  ideas  in  full  glory  fhine  j 
Eternal  models  of  exalted  parts, 
The  pride  of  minds,  and  conquerors  of  hearts. 

Upon  the  firft  arrival  here,  are'Teen  195 

Rang'd  walks  of  bay,  the  Mufti'  ever-green, 
Each  fweetlv  ipringing  from  fome' facred  bough, 
Whole  circling  fnade  adorn'd  a  Poet's  brow, 
While  through  the  leaves,  in  -anmolefled  fkies, 
The  gentle  breathing  of  applaufes  flies,  2CO 

And  flattering  founds  are  heard  within  the  breeze, 
Andpleaimg  murmur  runs  among  die  trees, 
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And  falls  of  water  join  the  flattering  founds, 
And  murmur  foftening  from  the  fhore  rebounds. 
The  warbled  melody,  the  lovely  fights,  205 

The  calms  of  folitude  infpire  delights, 
The  dazzled  eyes,  the  ravifh'd  ears,  are  caught, 
The  panting  heart  unites  to  purer  thought, 
And  grateful  fhiverings  wander  o'er  the  fkin, 
And  wondrous  ecftacies  arife  within,  210 

Whence  admiration  overflows  the  mind, 
And  leaves  the  pleafure  felt,  but  undefin'd. 
Stay,  daring  Rider,  now  no  longer  rove  j 
Now  pafs  to  find  the  palace  through  the  grove  : 
Whate'er  you  fee,  whate'er  you  feel,  diiplay  215 

The  Realm  you  fought  for;  daring  Rider,  ftay. 

Here  various  Fancy  fpreads  a  varied  fcene, 
And  Judgment  likes  the  light,  and  looks  ferenet 
And  can  be  pleas'd  itfelf,  and  helps  to  pleafe, 
And  joins  the  work,  and  regulates  the  lays.  220 

Thus,  on  a  plan  defign'd  by  double  care, 
The  building  riies  in  the  glittering  air, 
With  juft  agreement  fram'd  in  every  part, 
And  fmoothly  poliuVd  with  the  niceft  art. 

Here  laurel- boughs,  which  ancient  heroes  wore, 
Now  not  fo  fading  as  they  prov'd  before,   /  226 

Wreath  round  the  pillars  which  the  Poets  rear, 
And  dope  their  points  to  make  a  foliage  there. 
Here  chaplets,  pull'd  in  gently-breathing  wind, 
And  wrought  by  lovers  innocently  kind,  230 

Hung  o'er  the  porch,  their  fragrant  odours  give, 
And  frem  in  lafting  fong  for  ever  live. 
The  fhades,  for  whom  with  fuch  indulgent  care 
Fame  wreaths  the  boughs,  or  hangs  the  chaplets  there, 
To  deathlefs  honours  thus  prefenfd  above,  235 

For  ages  conquer,  or  for  ages  love. 

Here  bold  Defcription  paints  the  walls  within, 
Her  pencil  touches,  and  the  world  isfeen  : 
The  fields  look  beauteous  in  their  flowery  pride, 
The  mountains  rear  aloft,  the  vales  fubfide  j  240 

The  cities  rife,  the  rivers  feem  to  play, 
And  hanging  rocks  repel  the  foaming  fea  j 
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The  foaming  Teas  their  angry  billows  fliow, 
Curl'd  white  above,  and  darkly  roll'd  below, 
Or  ceafe  their  rage,  and,  as  they  calmly  lie,  24.5 

Return  the  pleaiing  pictures  of  the  Iky  $ 
The  Ikies,  extended  in  an  open  view, 
Appear  a  lofty  diftant  arch  of  blue, 
In  which  Defcription  ftains  the  painted  bow, 
Or  thickens  clouds,  and  feathers-out  the  (how,      25a 
Or  mingles  blufnes  in  the  morning  ray, 
Or  gilds  the  noon,  or  turns  an  evening  gray. 

Here,  on  the  pedeftals  of  War  and  Peace, 
In  different  rows,  and  with  a  different  grace, 
Fine  Statues  proudly  ride,  or  nobly  fland,  255 

To  which  Narration  with  a  pointing  hand 
Directs  the  fight,  and  makes  examples  pleafe 
By  boldly  venturing  to  dilate  in  praife  ; 
While  chofen  beauties  lengthen  out  the  fong, 
Yet  make  her  hearers  never  think  it  long.  260 

Or  if,  with  cloier  art,  with  iprightly  mien, 
Scarce  like  herfelf,  and  more  like  Aclion  feen, 
She  bids  their  facts  in  images  arife, 
And  feem  to  pals  before  the  Reader's  eyes, 
The  words  like  charms  inchanted  motion  give,       265 
And  all  the  Statues  of  the  Palace  live. 
Then  hofts  embattled  flretch  their  lines  afar, 
Their  leaders'  fpeeches  animate  the  war, 
The  trumpets  found,  the  feather'd  arrows  fly, 
The  fword  is  drawn,  the  lance  is  tofs'd  on  high,     270 
The  brave  prefs-on,  the  fainter  forces  yield, 
And  death  in  different  fhapes  deforms  the  field. 
Or,  mould  the  fhepherds  be  difpos'd  to  play, 
Amintor's  jolly  pipe  beguiles  the  day, 
And  jocund  Echoes  dally  with  the  found,  275 

And  Nymphs  in  meaiures  trip  along  the  ground, 
And,  ere  the  dews  have  wet  the  grafs  below, 
Turn  homewards  finging  all  the  way  they  go. 
Here,  as  on  circumilance  Narrations  dwell, 
And  tell  what  moves,  and  hardly  feem  to  tell,        28© 
The  toil  of  Heroes  on  the  dufty  plains, 
Or  on  the  green  the  merriment  of  Swains, 
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Reflexion  fpeaks  :  then  all  the  Foims  that  rofc 

In  life's  inchanted  fcene  themfelves  compofej 

Whilft  the  grave  voice,  controlling  all  the  fpells,  283 

With  lblemn  utt'rance,  thus  the  Moral  tells  : 

"  So  Public  Worth  its  enemies  defhoys, 

Or  Private  Innocence  itfelf  enjoys." 

Here  all  the  paffions,  for  their  greater  fway, 
In  all  the  power  of  words  themiclves  array  j  29* 

And  hence  the  foft  Pathetic  gently  charms, 
And  hence  the  bolder  fills  the  breaft  with  arms. 
Sweet  Love  in  numbers  finds  a  world  of  darts, 
And  with  Defirings  wounds  the  tender  hearts. 
Fair  Hope  difplays  its  pinions  to  the  wind,  295 

And  flutters  in  the  lines,  and  lifts  the  mind. 
Brifk  Joy  with  tranfport  fills  the  rifing  ftrain, 
Breaks  in  the  notes,  and  bounds  in  every  vein. 
Stern  Courage,  glittering  in  the  (parks  of  lie, 
Inflames  thole  lays  that  let  the  breaft  on  fire.  309 

Aveifion  learns  to  fly  with  fwifter  will, 
In  numbers  taught  to  reprefent  an  ill. 
By  frightful  accents  Fear  produces  fears; 
By  fad  expreffion  Sorrow  melts  to  tears : 
And  dire  Amazement  and  Defpair  are  brought       305 
By  words  of  Horror  through  the  wilds  of  thought. 
'Tis  thus  tumultuous  Pafhons  learn  to  roll; 
Thus,  arm'd  with  Poetry,  they  win  the  foul. 

Pafs  further  through  the  Dome,  another  view 
Would  now  the  pleafures  of  thy  mind  renew,  31® 

Where  oft  Description  for  the  colours  goes, 
Which  raife  and  animate  its  native  mows  j 
Where  oft  Narration  feeks  a  florid  grace 
To  keep  from  finking  ere  "'tis  time  to  ceafe  j 
Where  eaty  turns  Rerleftion  looks  to  find,  3 1 5 

When  Morals  aim  at  drefs  to  pleale  the  mind  j 
Where  lively  Figures  are  for  ufe  array  "d, 
And  thefe  an  Action,  thofe  a  Paffion,  aid. 

There  modeil  Metaphors  in  order  fit, 
With  unaffected,  undiiguifing  Wit,  3*0 

That  leave  their  own.  and  ieek  another's  place, 
Met  fore'd,  but  changing  with  ai. 
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To  deck  a  notion  faintly  feen  before, 
And  Truth  preferves  her  (hape,  and  /nines  the  more. 

By  thefe  the  beauteous  Similies  refide,  325 

In  look  more  open,  in  defign  ally'd, 
"Who,  fond  of  likenels,  from  another's  face 
Bring  every  feature's  cprrefponding  grace, 
With  near  approaches  in  exprefiion  flow, 
And  take  the  turn  their  pattern  loves  to  mow  ;      33© 
As  in  a  glafs  the  fhadows  meet  the  fair, 
And  drefs  and  practife  with  refembling  air. 
Thus  Truth  by  pleaiure  doth  her  aim  purfue, 
Looks  bright,  and  fixes  on  the  doubled  view. 

There  Repetitions  one  another  meet,  335 

Exprefsly  ftrong,  or  languifhingly  fweet, 
And  raiie  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  pleafe, 
And  urge  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  raife. 

There  clofe  in  order  are  the  Queftions  plac'd, 
Wl\ich  march  with  art  conceal"d  in  (hows  of  hafte, 
And  work  the  Reader  till  his  mind  be  brought       341 
To  make  its  anf.vers  in  the  Writer's  thought. 
For  thus  the  moving  Paffions  feem  to  throng, 
And  with  their  quicknefs  force  the  foul  along ; 
And  thus  the  foul  grows  fond  they  mould  prevail,  34.5 
When  every  Queftion  feems  a  fair  appeal  j 
And  if  by  juft  degrees  of  itrength  they  foar, 
In  fteps  as  equal  each  affe£\s  the  more. 

There  ftrange  Commotion,  naturally  fhown, 
Speaks  on  regardlefs  that  (he  fpeaks  alone,  350 

iNor  minds  if  they  to  whom  (he  talks  be  near, 
Nor  cares  if  that  to  which  (he  talks  can  hear. 
The  warmth  of  Anger  dares  an  abfent  Foe  j 
The  words  of  Pity  ipeak  to  tears  of  Woe  j 
The  Love  that  hope?,  on  errands  fends  the  breeze; 
And  Love  def pairing  moans  to  naked  trees.  356 

There  ftand  the  new  Creations  of  the  Mufe, 
Poetic  Perfons,  whom  the  Writers  ufe 
Whene'er  a  caufe  magnificently  great 
Would  fix  attention  with  peculiar  weight.  36a 

*Tis  hence  that  humble  Provinces  are  feen 
Transformed  to  Matrons  with  neglected  mien, 
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Who  call  their  Warriors  in  a  mournful  found, 

And  fhew  their  Crowns  of  Turrets  on  the  ground, 

While  over  Urns  reclining  Rivers  moan  365 

They  fhould  enrich  a  nation  not  their  own. 

'Tis  hence  the  Virtues  are  no  more  confin'd 

To  be  but  rules  of  reafon  in  the  mind  5 

The  heavenly  Forms  rlart  forth,  appear  to  breathe, 

And  in  bright  fhapes  converfe  with  men  beneath}   370 

And,  as  a  God  in  combat  Valour  leads, 

In  council  Prudence  as  a  Goddefs  aids. 

There  Exclamations  all  the  voice  employ 
In  fudden  flufhes  oc  Concern  or  Joy: 
Then  feem  the  flukes,  which  thePalficns  bound,  375 
To  buril  afunder  with  a  fpeechlefs  found  ; 
And  then  with  tumult  and  furprize  they  roll,  , 

And  fhew  the  cafe  important  in  the  foul. 

There  rifing  Sentences  attempt  to  fpeak, 
Which  Wonder,  Sorrow,  Shame,  or  Anger,  break; 
But  fo  the  Part  directs  to  find  the  reft,  381 

That  what  remains  behind  is  more  than  gueiVd. 
Thus  fill'd  with  eafe,  yet  left  unfininVd  too, 
The  fenfe  looks  large  within  the  Reader's  view : 
He  freely  gathers  all  the  Paffion  means,  3^5 

And  artful  filence  more  than  words  explains. 
Methinks  a  thoufand  Graces  more  I  lee, 
And  I  could  dwell — but  when  would  thought  be  free  ? 
Engaging  Method  ranges  all  the  band, 
And  fmooth  Tranfition  joins  them  hand  in  hand  :  390 
Around  the  muiic  of  my  lays  they  throng, 
Ah,  too  deieiving  objecls  of  my  long ! 
Live,  wondrous  Palace,  live  fecure  of  time, 
To  Senfes  Harmony,  to  Souls  fublime, 
And  juft  Proportion  all,  and  great  Dellgn,  395 

And  lively  Colours,  and  an  Air  divine.     * 

'Tis  here  that,  guided  by  the  Mules'  fire, 
And  fill'd  with  facred  thought,  her  Friends  retire, 
Unbent  to  care,  and  unconcei  n'd  with  noife, 
To  tafte  repofe  and  elevated  joys,  4C* 

Which  in  a  deep  untroubled  leifure  meet, 
Serenely  ravifhing,  politely  fweet. 
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From  hence  the  Charms  that  mud  engage  they  choofe, 
And,  as  they  pleafe,  the  glittering  objects  uiej 
While  to  their  Genius,  mojre  than  Art,  they  truft, 
Yet  Art  acknowledges  their  labours  juft.  4Q6 

From  hence  they  look,  from  this  exalted  mow, 
To  choofe  their  fubje6l  in  the  world  below, 
And  where  an  Hero  well  deferyes  a  name, 
They  confecrate  his  acls  in  long  to  Famej  410 

Or,  if  a  Science  unadorn'd  they  find, 
They  fmooth  its  look  to  pleafe  and  teach  the  mind  j 
And  where  a  Friendship's  generoufly  ftrong, 
They  celebrate  the  knot  of  fouls  in  long  j 
Or,  if  the  Verfes  muft  inflame  Defire,  415 

The  thoughts  arc  melted,  and  the  words  on  fire : 
But,  when  the  Temples  deck'd  with  glory  ftand, 
And  hymns  of  Gratitude  the  Gods  demand, 
Their  bofoms  kindle  with  Celeftral  Love, 
And  then  alone  they  cad  their  eyes  above.  42Q 

Hail,  facred  Verfe !  ye  facred  Mules,  hail  I 
Could  I  your  plea  lines  with  your  fire  reveal, 
The  world  might  then  be  taught  to  know  you  right, 
And  court  your  rage,  and  envy  my  delight. 
But,  whiltt  I  follow  where  your  pointed  beams       425 
My  courfe  dire£ting  (hoot  in  golden  dreams, 
The  bright  appearance  dazzles  Fancy's  eyes, 
And  weary'd-out  the  fix'd  Attention  lies  ; 
Enough,  my  Verfes,    have  you  work'cl  my  bread, 
I'll  feek  the  facred  Grove,  and  fink  to  red."  450 

No  longer  new  the  ravifti'd  Poet  lung, 
His  voice  in  eafy  cadence  left  the  tongue  j 
Nor  o'er  the  mufic  did  his  fingers  fly, 
The  founds  ran  tingling,  and  they  leenfd  to  die. 

O,  Bolingbroke  1  O  Favourite  of  the  ikies,        435 
O  born  to  gifts  by  which  the  nobled  rife, 
Improv'd  in  arts  by  which  the  blighted  pleafe, 
Intent  to  bulinefs,  and  polite  for  eafe  j 
Sublime  in  eloquence,  where  loud  applaufe 
Hath  ftil'd'thee  Patron  of  a  nation's  cauie.  440 

'Twas  there  the  world  perceiy'd  and  cwn'd  thee  great. 
Thence  Anna  caJl'd  thee  to  the  reins  of  State  j 
U3 
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"  Go,  (faid  the  greateft  Queen,)  with  Oxford  go, 
And  ftill  the  tumults  of  the  world  below; 
Exert  thy  powers,  and  prolper  :    he  that  knows     44$ 
To  move  with  Oxford,  never  mould  repofe." 

She  fpake :  the  Patriot  overfpread  thy  mind, 
And  all  thy  days  to  public  good  relign'd. 
Elfe  might  thy  foul,  fo  wonderiully  wrought 
For  every  depth  and  turn  of  curious  thought,         450 
To  this  the  Poet's  fweet  recefs  retreat, 
And  thence  report  the  pleafures  of  the  feat, 
Defcribe  the  raptures  which  a  Writer  knows 
When  in  his  brealt  a  vein  of  fancy  glows, 
Defcribe  his  bufinefs  while  he  works  the  mine,       455 
Defcribe  his  temper  when  he  fees  it  mine, 
Or  fay,  when  Readers  eafy  verfe  infnares, 
How  much  the  Writer's  mind  can  acr  on  theirs: 
Whence  images,  in  charming  numbers  fet, 
A  fort  of  likenefs  in  the  foul  beget,  460 

And  what  fair  virions  oft  we  fancy  nigh 
By  fond  delufions  of  the  fwimming  eye, 
Or  further  pierce  through  Nature's  maze  to  find 
How  paflions  drawn  give  pallions  to  the  mind. 

Oh,  what  a  fweet  confulion !  what  furprize !       465 
How  quick  the  fluffing  views  of  pleafure  rife  \ 
While,  lightly  fkimming,  with  a  tranfient  wing, 
I  touch  the  beauties  which  I  wifh  to  ling. 
Is  Verfe  a  fovereign  Regent  of  the  foul, 
And  fitted  all  its  motions  to  controul  ?  470 

Or  are  they  filters,  tun'd  at  once  above, 
And  make  like  unifons  if  either  move  ? 
For,  when  the  numbers  fing  an  eager  fight, 
I've  heard  a  foldier's  voice  exprel's  delight; 
I've  feen  his  eyes  with  crowding  fpirits  mine,         475 
And  round  his  hilt  his  hand  unthinking  twine. 
When  from  the  more  the  fickle  Trojan  flies, 
And  in  fweet  meafures  poor  Eliza  dies, 
I've  feen  the  book  forfake  the  virgin's  hand, 
And  in  her  eyes  the  tears  but  hardly  ft  and.  4?* 

I've  known  her  blufh  at  foft  Corinna's  name, 
And  in  red  characters  confefs  a  flame : 
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Or  wifh  fuccefs  had  more  adorn'd  his  arms, 
Who  gave  the  world  for  Cleopatra's  charms. 

Ye  Sons  of  Glory,  be  my  firft  appeal,  485 

If  here  the  power  of  lines  thefe  lines  reveal. 
When  fome  great  youth  has  with  impetuous  thought 
Read  o'er  atchievements  which  another  wrought, 
And  feen  his  courage  and  his  honour  go 
Through  crowding  nations  in  triumphant  (how,     4.90 
His  foul,  enchanted  by  the  words  he  reads, 
Shines  all  impregnated  with  fparlciing  feeds; 
And  courage  here,  and  honour  there,  appears 
In  brave  defign  that  foars  beyond  his  years  j 
And  this  a  fpear,  and  that  a  chariot  lends,  495 

And  war  and  triumph  he  by  turns  attends  j 
Thus  gallant  pleafures  are  his  waking  dream, 
Till  fome  fair  caufe  have  call'd  him  forth  to  famej 
Then,  form'd  to  life  on  what  the  Poet  made, 
And  breathing  {laughter,  and  in  arms  array'd,       5CO 
He  marches  forward  on  the  daring  foe, 
And  emulation  acts  in  every  blow. 
Great  Hector's  (hade  in  fancy  (talks  along* 
From  rank  to  rank  amongft  the  martial  throng  j 
While  from  lus  acts  he  learns  a  noble  rage,  505 

And  mines  like  Hector  in  the  piefent  age. 
Thus  verfe  will  raile  him  to  the  victor's  bays  ; 
And  verfe,  that  rais'd  him,  (hall  refound  his  praife. 

Ye  tender  Beauties,  be  my  witnefs  too, 
If  Song  can  charm,  and  if  my  Song  be  true.  510 

With  l'weet  experience  oft  a  Fair  may  find  . 
Her  paffions  mov'd  by  pafTions  well  defign'd  j 
And  then  (he  longs  to  meet  a  gentle  fwain, 
And  longs  to  love,  and  to  be  lov'd  again. 
And  if  by  chance  an  amorous  youth  appears,         515 
With  pants  and  blulhes  fiie  the  courtfhip  hears  j 
And  finds  a  tale  that  muft  with  theirs  agree, 
And  he's  Septimius,  and  his  Acme  *  (he : 
Thus  loft  in  thought  her  melted  heart  (he  gives, 
And  the  rais'd  Lover  by  the  Poet  lives.  520 

•  *'  With  fuch  a  hufband,  fuch  a  wife* 

"  With  Acme  and  Septimius'  life," 

is  tbc  conchifion  of  Cowley's  beautiful  imitation  of  Catullus. 


»3$  parnell's  poems, 

ON 

QUEEN  ANNE's  PEACE, 

Anm  17 1  J. 

TV/T  OTHER  of  Plenty,  daughter  of  the  Skies, 

1       Sweet  Peace,  the  troubled  world's  defire,  arifej 

Around  thy  Poet  weave  thy  f  11  miner  fhades, 

Within  my  fancy  fpread  thy  rlow'ry  meads, 

Amor.git  thy  train  loft  Eafeand  Pleafure  bring,  J 

And  thus  indulgent  fooih  me  whilft  I  fing! 

Great  Anna  claims  the  long ;  no  brighter  name 
Adorns  the  lift  of  never-dying  Fame; 
No  fairer  foul  was  ever  form'd  above. 

None  e'er  was  more  the  grateful  nation's  love,  IO 

Nor  lov'd  the  nation  more.    I  £y  with  fpeed 
To  fing  fuch  lines  as  Bolingbroke  may  read, 
On  war  difpers'd,  on  faflion  trampled  down, 
On  all  the  peaceful  glories  of  the  crown; 
And  if  I  fail  in  too  confin'd  a  flight,  1J 

May  the  kind  world  upon  my  labours  write, 
*'  So  fell  the  lines  which  ftroyefor  endlefs  fame, 
41  Yet  fell  attempting  on  the  nobleft  theme." 

Now  twelve  revolving  years  has  Britain  ftoed, 
With  lofs  of  wealth  and  vaft  expence  of  blood,  2* 

E'iropa's  guardian;  fill  her  gallant  arms 
Secur'd  Enropa  from  impending  harms. 
Fair  honour,  lullfucceis,  and  juit  applaufe, 
Purfu'd  her  marches  and  adorn'd  her  caulej 

it  Gaul,  afpiring  to  erect  a  throne  ££ 

O'er  other  empires,  trembled  for  her  own, 
Bemoan'd  her  cities  won,  her  armies  flain, 
And  funk  the  thought  of  u-niverfal  reign. 

When  thus  redue'd  the  world's  invaders  lie, 
The  fears  which  rack'd  the  nationsjuftly  die:  JC 

Pow'r  finds  its  balance,  giddy  motions  ceafe 
In  both  the  fcales,  and  each  inclines  to  peace. 
This  fair  occafion  Providence  prepares 
Toanfwer  pious  Anna's  hourly  pray 'rs, 
Which  ftill  on  warm  devotion's  wings  arofe,  JC 

And,  reaching  heav'n,  obtain'd  the  world's  repofe. 

Within  the  vaft  expanfion  of  the  Iky, 
Where  orbs  of  gold  in  fields  of  azure  lie, 
A  glorious  palace  fhines,  whole  filver  ray 
Serenely  flowing  lights  the  Milky  Way,  40 

The  road  of  angels:  here,  with  Ipeedy  care, 
The  fummon'd  guardians  of  the  world  repair, 
When  Britain's  angel,  on  the  mclTage  fen . , 
Speaks  Anna's  pray'rs,  and  Heav'n's  fupreme  intent, 
That  War's  deftruftive  arm  fhouid  humble  Gaul,  45 

Spain's  parted  realms  to  diff 'rent  monarchs  fall, 
The  grand  alliance,  crown'd  with  giory,  ceafe, 
And  joyful  Europe  finds  the  fweets  of  peace. 
He  fpoke;  the  fmiling  hopes  of  man's  repofe, 
The  joy  that  fprings  trom  certain  hopes  arofe  59 

DifFufive  o'er  the  place  ;  complacent  airs 
Sedately  i'weet  were  heard  within  the  fpheresj 
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And  bowing,  all  adore  the  fov'reign  mind, 
And  fly  to  execute  the  work  defign'd. 

This  done,  the  guardian  on  the  v/ing  repairs  55 

Where  Anna  fat  revolving  public  cares 
With  deep  concern  of  thought :  unfeen  he  Rood, 
Prefenting  peaceful  images  of  good 
On  Fancy's  airy  ftage  ;  returning  trade, 
A  funk  Exchequer  fill'd,  an  army  paid,  60 

The  fields  with  men,  the  men  with  plenty,  bleft, 
The  towns  with  riches,  and  the  world  with  reft. 
Such  pleafing  objects  on  her  bofoin  play, 
And  give  the  dawn  cf  glory's  golden  day, 
When  all  her  labours  at  their  harveft  fhown,  6$ 

Shall  in  her  fubjeds'  joy  complete  her  own. 
Then  breaking  filence,  "  TiS  enough,"  fhe  cries, 
*'  That  war  his  rag'd  to  make  the  nations  wife: 
w  Heav'n  profpersVmies  whilft  they  fight  to  fave, 
*'  And  thirft  of  further  fame  deftroys  the  brave;  7° 

*l  The  vanquifh'd  Gauls  are  humbly  pleas'd  to  live, 
*'  And  but  efcap'd  the  chains  they  meant  to  give. 
**  Nov/  let  the  pow'rs  be  ftill'd,  and  each  pofleft 
41  Of  what  fecures  the  common  fafety  beft!" 

So  fpake  the  Qjeen,  tnen,  fill'd  with  warmth  divine,    75 
Shecall'd  her  Oxford  to  the  grand  defign; 
Her  Oxford!  pru-ient  in  affairs  of  ftate, 
Profojndly  thoughtful,  manifeftly  great 
In  ev'rv  tarn,  whofe  fteady  temper  fteers 
Above  the  reach  of  gold  or  (hock  of  fears;  80 

Whomnobiind  chance,  but  merit  underftood 

Ey  frequent  trials,  pow'r  of  doing  good, 

And  wi.l  to  execute,  advane'd  on  huh; 

O  Soul  created  to  deferve  the  Iky! 

And  make  the  nation,  crown'd  with  glory,  fee  8$ 

How  much  it  rais'd  itfelf  by  railing  thee  ! 

Now  let  the  fchemes  which  labour  in  thy  breaft, 

The  long  alliance  crown  with  lafting  reft; 

Weigh  all  pretences  with  impartial  laws, 

And  fix  the  fep'rate  int'refts  of  the  caufe.  9* 

Thefe  toils  the  graceful  Bolingbroke  attends, 

A  genius  fafhion'd  for  the  greater  ends, 

Whole  ftrong  perception  takes  the  fwifteft  flight, 

And  yet  its  fwiftnefs  ne'er  obfeures  its  fight : 

When  fchemes  are  fix'd,  and  each  afiign'd  a  part,  9$ 

None  i'erves  hi6  Country  with  a  nobler  heart; 

Juft  thr.ughts  of  honour  all  his  mind  controul, 

And  expedition  wings  his  lively  foul. 

On  fnen  a  patriot  to  confer  the  truft, 

The  monarch  knows  it  fafe,  as  well  as  juft.  103 

Then  next  proceeding  in  her  agents'  choice, 

And  ever  pleas'd  that  worth  obtain  the  voice, 

She,  from  the  lift  of  high-diftinguifn'd  fames, 

With  pious  Briftol  gallant  Strafford  names; 

One  form'd  to  ftand  a  church's  firm  fupport,  10$ 

The  other  fitted  to  adorn  a  court; 

Both  vers'd  in  bus'nefs,  both  of  fine  addrefs, 

By  whica  experience  leads  to  great  fuccefs ; 

And  both  to  diftant  lands  the  monarch  fends, 

And  to  their  conduct  Europe's  peace  commends.  IW 

Now  (hips  unmoor'd  to  waft  their  agents  o'er 
Spread  all  thtir  fail,  and  quit  the  flying  fliore. 
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The  foreign  agents  reach  th'  appointed  place, 

The  Congrefs  opens,  and  it  will  be  peace. 

Methinks  the  war,  like  ftormy  winter,  flies  '     11$ 

When  fairer  months  unveil  the  blueifh  Ikies, 

A  flow'ry  world  thefweeieft  feafon  fpread3. 

And  doves  with  branches  flutter  round  their  hearts. 

Half-peopled  Gaul,  wnom  mim'rous  ills  deftroy, 
With  wifhful  heart  attends  the  promis'd  joy.  M* 

For  this  prepares  the  Duke—  Ah!  fadiy  pain, 
'Tis  grief"  to  name  him  whom  we  mourn  in  vain: 
No  warmth  of  verfe  repairs  the  vita!  flame, 
For  verfe  can  only  grant  a  life  in  fame; 
Yet  could  my  praife,  like  fpicy  odours  lhed,  H5 

In  everlafting  fong  embalm  the  dead, 
To  realms  tha:  weeping  heard  the  lofs,  Fd  tell 
What  courage,  fenfe,  and  faith,  with  Brandon  fell. 

But  Britain  more  than  one  for  glory  breeds, 
And  polifli'd  Talbot  to  the  charge  fucceeds,  *3e 

Whofe  far-proj'!ciing  thoughts,  maturely  clear, 
Like  glaiTes  draw  their  diftant  objects  near. 
Good  parts,  by  gentle  breeding  much  refin'd, 
And  ftores  of  learning,  grace  his  ample  mind  \ 
A  cautious  virtue  regulates  his  ways,  *3> 

And  honour  gilds  them  with  a  thoufand  rays: 
To  ferve  his  nation,  at  his  Queen's  command, 
He  parts,  commiflion'd  for  the  Gallic  land: 
With  p'.eal'ure  Gaul  beholds  him  on  her  fhore, 
And  learns  to  love  a  name  fhe  fear'd  before.  14* 

Once  more  aloft  there  meet  for  new  debates 
The  guardian  angels  of  Europa's  Rates, 
And  mutual  concord  fhines  in  ev'ry  face, 
And  ev'ry  boi'om  glows  with  hopes  of  peace, 
While  Britain's  iteps  in  one  content  they  praife,  145 

Then  gravely  mourn  their  other  realms'  delays, 
Their  doubtful  claims  thro*  feas  of  blood  purfu'd, 
Their  fears  that  Gallia  fell  but  half  fubdu'd, 
And  all  the  reas'nings  which  attempt  to  (how 
That  war  fhouid  ravage  in  the  world  below.  I5a 

>'  Ah!  fali'n  eftate  of  man!  can  ;age  delight, 
•'  Wounds  pleafe  the  touch,  or  ruin  charm  the  fight! 
f*  Ambition  make  unlovely  mifchief  fair! 
*'  Or  ever  pride  be  Providence's  care  I 

•*  When  ftern  oppreflbrs  range  the  bloody  field,  >5J 

"  'Tis  juft  to  conquer,  and  unfafe  to  yield: 
14  There  fave  the  nations  ;  but  no  more  purfue, 
?'  Nor  in  thy  turn  become  oppr^flbr  too. 
"  Our  rebel  angels  for  ambition  fell, 

"  And  war  in  heav'n  produe'd  a  fiend  in  hell."  l6o 

Thus,  with  a  foft  concern  for  man's  repofe, 
The  tender  guardians  join  to  moan  our  woes, 
Then  awful  rife,  combin'd  with  all  their  might, 
7b  rind  what  fury,  'fcap'd  the  den  of  Night, 
The  pleaftng  labours  of  their  love  withstands,  Jo5 

And  (breads  a  wild  detraction  o'er  the  lands  j 
Their  glitt'ring  pinions  found  in  yielding  air. 
And  watchful  Providence  approves  the  care. 

In  FJandria's  foil,  where  camps  have  mark'u  the  plain, 
The  fiend,  impetuous  Difcord,  fix'd  her  reign  }  17° 

A  tent  her  royal  feat.    With  full  reiort 
Stern  (hapes  of- horror  throng'd  her  bufy  court, 
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Blind  Mifchief,  Ambufh,  dole  concealing  Ire, 
Loud  Threat'nings,  Ruin,  arm'd  with  fword  and  fire, 
Aflaulting  Fiercenefs,  Anger  wanting  breath,  17$ 

High  redd'ning  Rage,  and  various  forms  of  death, 
Dire  imps  of  darkneis,  whom  with  j;ore  fhe  feeds, 
When  war  beyond  its  point  ot  good  proceeds. 
In  Ga.lic  armour,  call'd,  with  aiter'd  name, 
Great  love  of  Empire,  to  the  field  fhe  came;  180 

Now,  ttil!  fupponing  feud,  (he  ftnves  to  hide 
Beneath  that  name,  and  only  change  the  fide ; 
But  as  the  whirl'd  the  rapid  wheels  around, 
Where  mangled  limes  in  heaps  pollute  the  ground, 
(A  fallen,  joylefs  (port,)  with  learching  eye  185 

The  ihining  chiefs  regard  her  as  they  fly  ; 
Then  hov'ring,  dart  their  beams  of  heav'nly  light} 
She  ftarts,  the  fury  ftands  confefs'd  to  fight, 
And  grieves  to  leave  the  foil,  and  yells  aioud; 
Her  yells  are  ar.fwer'd  by  the  fable  crowd,  I90 

And  all  on  bat-h  e  win.es  (if  Fame  be  true) 
From  Chriftian  lands  to  Northern  climates  flew. 

But  rifing  murmurs  from  Britannia's  fhore 
With  fpeed  recall  her  watchful  guardian  o'er. 
He  fpreads  his  pinions,  and,  approaching  near,  19$ 

Thele  hints  in  fcatter'd  words  aflault  his  ear; 
**  The  people's  power— the  grand  alliance  croft— 
M  The  peace  is  lep'rate— Our  religion's  loft." 
Led  by  the  blatait  voice  along  the"  Ikies, 
He  comes  where  Faction  over  cities  flies;  200 

A  talking  fiend,  whomfnaky  locks  di (grace, 
And  num'rous  mouths  deform  her  ddky  face, 
Whence  lies  are  utter'd,  v/hifper  foftly  founds, 
Sly  doubts  amaze,  or  innuendo  wounds: 
Within  her  arms  are  hea^s  of  pamphlets  feen,  20$ 

And  thele  bhifpheme  the  Savioi;r,  thole  the  Queen} 
Affociate  vices:  thus  with  tongue  and  hand 
She  fhed  her  venom  o'er  the  troubled  land. 
Now  vex'd  that  Djfcord,  and  the  baneful  train 
That  tends  on  Difcord,  tied  the  neighb'ring  plain,  810 

She  rag'd  to  madnefs  when  the  guardian  came, 
And  downwards  drove  her  witrTa  fword  of  flame} 
A  mountain  gaping  to  the  nether  hell 
Receiv'd  the  fury,  railing  as  fhe  fell; 
The  mountain  doling  o'er  the  fury  lies,  215 

And  Oops  her  paiT.igc  where  (he  means  to  rife; 
And  when  fhe  ftrives,  or  fhifis  her  fide  for  eaie, 
Aii  Britain  rocks  amulft  her  circling  i>:as. 

Now  Peace  returning  after  tedious  woes, 
Reftores  the  comforts  of  a  calm  repofe  :  210 

Then  bid  the  warriors  (heath  their  far.guin'd  arms, 
Bid  angry  trumpet?  ceafe  to  found  ala  ms, 
Guns  leave  to  thunder  in  the  tortur'd  air, 
Red  ftreaming  colours  furl  around  the  ipcar, 
And  each  contending  rt?lm  no  longer  jar,  22$ 

But,  pleas'd  with  re'ft,  uhharnefs  aJ  the  war. 

Sne  comes,  the  blefling  comes  1  wteieer  (he  moves 
Newfpringing  beauty  ail  ihe  land  improves: 
More  neaps  of  fragrant  flow'rsthe  fie  ds  adorn, 
More  fweet  the  birds  falute  the  rofy  mom,  ZJO 

".-ly  p.ree.ji  refrefhes  all  the  . 
A..d  in  the  biceps  the  corn  more  thickly  v,av«s. 
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She  comes,  the  bleffing  comes  ineafy  ftate. 

And  forms  of  brightnefs  all  around  her  wait; 

Here  fmiling  Safety,  with  her  boibm  bare,  235 

Securely  walks,  and  cheerful  Plenty  there; 

Here  wondrous  Sciences  with  eaglss'  fight, 

There  liberal  Arts,  which  maice  the  world  polite; 

And  opening  Traffic,  joining  hand  in  hand 

Withhoneft  Indurtry,  approach  the  land.  243 

O  welcome,  long  defir'd,  and  laiely  found! 
Here  fix  thy  feat  upon  the  Biitith  ground; 
Thy  lhining  train  around  the  nation  fend, 
While  by  degrees  the  loading  taxes  end  : 
While  caution  calm,  yet  ftill  prepar'd  for  arms,  245 

And  foreign  treaties,  guard  from  foreign  harms, 
While  equal  Janice,  hearing  ev'ry  caufe, 
Makes  ev'iy  fubjeft  join  to  love  the  laws. 

Where  Brirain's  patriots  in  council  meet, 
Let  public  fafety  reft  at  Anna's  feet ;  150 

Let  Oxford's  fchemes  the  path  to  plenty  (how, 
And  thro'  the  realm  increafmg  plenty  go: 
Let  arts  and  fciences  in  glory  rife, 
And,  pleas'd  the  world  has  leifure  to  be  wife, 
Around  their  Oxford  and  their  St.  John  ftand,  255 

Like  plants  that  flourifh  by  the  matter's  hand; 
And  iafe  in  hope  the  fons  of  Learning  wait 
Where  Learning's  felf  has  hVd  her  fair  retreat: 
Let  Traffic,  cherifh'd  by  the  fenate's  care, 
On  all  the  leas  employ  the  wafting  air;  s6» 

And  Induftry,  witn  circulating  wing. 
Thro'  all  the  land  the  goods  of  Traffic  bring. 
The  bleffingsfo  difposM  Will  long  abide, 
Since  Anna  reigns,  and  Harley's  thoughts  prefide; 
Great  Ormond's  arms  the  ivvord  of  caution  wield,  26$ 

And  hold  Britannia's  broad-projetfing  Ihield; 
Bright  Bolingbroke  and  worthy  Dartmouth  treat 
By  fair  difpatch  with  ev'ry  foreign  ftate; 
And  Harcourt's  knowledge,  equitably  fhown, 
Makes  Juftice  call  his  firm  decrees  her  own.  270 

Thus  all  that  poets  fancied  heav'n  of  old 
May  for  the  nation's  prefent  emblem  hold: 
There  Jove  imperial  iway'd,  Minerva  wife, 
And  Phoebus  eloquent,  adorn'd  the  Ikies; 
On  arts  Cylienius  fix'd  his  full  delight,  275 

Mars  rein  d  the  war,  a:id  Tl.emis  judg'd  the  right: 
All  mortals  once  beneficently  great, 
.,        (As  Fame  reports,)  and  rais'd  in  heav'nly  ft?.te ; 
Yet  fharing  labours,  ftill  they  fhunn'd  repofe, 
To  ihed  the  bleffings  down  by  which  they  role.  289 

liluftrous  Queen !  how  Heav'n  hath  heard  thy  pray'rs! 
Whatftores  of  happinefs  attend  thy  cares! 
A  church  in  fafety  fix'd,  a  ftate  in  reft, 
A  faithful  miniftry,  a  people  bleft, 

And  kings  fubmiffive  at  thy  footftoo!  thrown,  285 

That  others'  rights  reftore,  or  beg  their  own. 
Now  rais'd  with  thankful  mind,  and  rolling  flow, 
In  grand  proceffion  to  the  temple  go, 
By  fnow-white  hcrfes  drawn;  while  founding  Fame 
Proclaims  thv  coming,  praife  exalts  thy  name;  2Q» 

Fair  Honour  dreft  in  robes  adorns  thy  ftate, 
And  on  ihy  train  the  croy/ded  nations  wait, 
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Who,  prefling,  vi«w  with  what  a  temper'd  grace 
The  looks  of  majefty  compofe  thy  face, 
And  mingling  l'weetnefs  fhines  ;  or  how  thy  drefs,  ZQ$ 

And  hov/  thy  pomp  an  inward  joy  confefs; 
Then  fili'dwith  pleafures  to  thy  glory  due. 
With  fhouts,  the  chariot  moving  on,  purfue. 

As  when  the  phoenix  from  Arabia  flown 
(If  any  phoenix  were  like  Anna  known)  303 

His  fpice  at  Phoebus1  lhrine  prepar'd  to  lay, 
Where'er  their  monarch  cut  his  airy  way, 
The  gath'ring  birds  around  the  wonder  flew, 
And  much  admir'd  his  fhape,  and  much  his  hue, 
The  tuft  of  gold  that  glow  d  above  his  head,  305 

His  fpaciou3  train  with  golden  feathers  fpread, 
His  gilded  bofumfpeck'dVith  purple  pride. 
And  both  his  wings  in  glofly  purpledy'd; 
He  (Villpurfues  his  way,  with  wond'ring  eyes 
The  birds  attend,  and'tollow  where  he  flies.  JI» 

Thrice  happy  Britons!  if  at  laft  you  kr.ow 
'Tis  lefs  to  conquer  than  to  want  a  f*e  ; 
That  triumphs  rtill  are  made  for  war's  decreafe, 
When  men  by  conqueft  rife  to  views  of  peace; 
That  over  toils  for  peace  in  view  we  run,  315 

Which  gain'd,  the  world  is  pleas'ri,  and  war  is  done. 
Fam'd  Blenheim's  field,  Ramillies'  noble  feat, 
Elaregni's  defp'rate  a&  of  gallant  heat, 
Or  wondrous  Winendale,  are  war  purfu'd 
By  wounds  and  deaths  thro'  plains  with  blood  imbru'd      310 
But  gooddefignto  make  the  v/OTld  be  fti;!, 
With  human  grace  adorns  the  needful  ill. 
This  end  obtain'd,  we  clofe  the  fcenes  of  ra^e, 
And  gentler  glories  deck  the  rifing  age. 

Such  gentler  glories,  fuch  reviving  days,  32" 

The  nation's  wilhes,  and  the  ftatefman's  praife, 
Now  pleas'd  to  fhine,  in  golden  order  throng, 
Demand  our  annals,  and  enrich  our  feng. 
Then  go  where  Albion's  cliffs  approach  the  ikies, 
(The  fame  of  Albion  fo  delervts  to  rife,)  33* 

And  deepengrav'd  for  time,  till  time  (hall  ceafe, 
Upon  the  (tones  their  fair  infeription  place: 
Iberia  rent,  the  pow'r  of  Galiia  broke, 
Batavia  relcu'd  from  th»  threat'ned  yoke, 
The  royal  Auftrian  rais'd,  his  realms  rettor'd,  3J5 

Great-Britain  arm'd,  triumphant,  and  ador'd, 
Its  ftate  enlarg'd,  its  peace  rertor'd  again, 
Are  bleffir.gs  all  adorning  Anna's  reign.  33* 

BACCHUS:  OR,  THE  DRUNKEN  METAMORPHOSIS. 

AS  Bacchus,  ranging  at  his  leifure, 
•**  (lo  Bacchus,  king  of  pleafure*) 

Charm'd  the  wide  world  with  drink  and  dances, 

And  all  his  thoufandairy  fancies, 

Alas!  he  quite  forgot  the  while  5 

His  fav'rite  vines  in  Lefbos'  Lie-. 

The  god  returning  eve  they 
"  Ah!  lee,  my  jol.y  Fawns,"  he  cry'd, 
"  The  leaves  but  hardly  born  are  red, 

"  And  the  bare  arms  for  pity  fpread;  '• 

"  The  beafts  afford  a  rich  manure; 
"  Fly,  my  boys,  to  biiog  the  cu.e, 
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«  Up  the  mountains,  o'er  tne  vales, 
41  Thro'  the  woods,  and  down  the  dales; 
«  For  this,  it"  full  the  clufter  grow,  ie 

M  Your  bow!S  fhall  doubly  overflow." 

So  cheer'd,  with  more  orEcious  hafte 
They  bring  the  dung  of  every  beait; 
The  loads  they  wheel,  the  roots  they  bear, 
They  lay  the  rich  manure  with  care,  la 

While  oft'  he  calls  to  labour  hard, 
And  names  as  oft'  the  red  reward. 

The  plants  refrefh'd,  new  leaves  appear, 
The  thick'ning  clufters  load  the  year, 
The  feafon  i'wifily  purple  grew,  25 

The  grapes  hung  dangling,  deep  with  blue, 

A  vineyard  ripe,  a  day  lerene 
Now  call  them  all  to  work  again; 
The  Fawns  thro'  ev'ry  furrow  (hoot 

To  load  the  fialkets  with  the  fruit  j  30 

And  now  the  vintage  early  trod, 
The  wines  invite  tne  joliy  god. 

Strow  the  rofes,  raife  tne  fong, 
See  the  matter  comes  along '. 

Lurty  Revel  join'd  with  Laughter,  35 

Whim  and  Frolic  follow  after ; 
The  Fawns  afide  the  vats  remain, 
To  fhew  the  work  and  reap  the  gain. 
All  around,  and  all  around, 

They  fit  to  riot  on  the  ground:  40 

A  veffd  ftands  amidit  the  ring, 
And  here  they  laugh,  and  there  they  fing, 
Or  rife  a  jolly,  joliy  band, 
And  dance  about  it  hand  in  hand, 

Dance  about  and  fhout  amain,  45 

Then  lit  to  laugh  and  iing  again ; 
Thus  they  drink,  and  thus  they  play 
The  fun  and  all  their  wits  away. 

But  as  an  ancient  author  fung, 
The  vine  manur'd  with  ev'ry  dung  50 

From  ev'ry  creature,  ftrangely  drew 
A  tang  of  brutal  nature  too: 
'Twas  hence  in  drinking  on  the  lawns, 
New  turns  of  humour  feiz'd  the  Fawns. 

Here  one  was  crying  out,  By  Jove  !  5f 

Another,  Fight  me'in  the  grove ; 
This  wounds  a  friend,  and  tha:  the  trees*. 
The  lion's  temper  reign'd  in  thefe. 

Another  grins  and  leaps  about, 
And  keeps  a  merry  worlJ  of  rout,  60 

And  talks  impertinently  free, 
And  twenty  talk  the  fame  as  he; 
Chatt'ring,  idle,  airy,  kind, 
Thefe  take  the  monkey's  turn  of  mind. 

Here  one,  who  law  the  Nymphs  that  ltood  65 

To  peep  upon  them  from  the  wood, 
Skulks  off' to  try  if  any  maid 
Be  lagging  late  beneath  the  (had?, 
While  loofe  difcourfe  arrother  raifes 

In  naked  Nature's  plaineft  phrafes,  "JO 

And  ev'ry  glafs  he  drinks  enjoys 
With  chunge  of  nonlenle,  luit,  and  ncife; 
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Mad  and  carelefs,  hoc  and  vain, 
Such  as  thefe  the  Goat  retain. 

Another  drinks  and  cafts  it  up,  75 

And  drinks,  and  wants  another  cup, 
Is  very  riient  and  fedate, 
Ever  long  and  ever  late; 
Full  of  meats  and  fall  of  wine, 
This  takes  his  temper  from  the  fwine.  80 

There  fome,  who  hardly  feem  to  breathe, 
Drink  and  hang  the  jaw  beneatn ; 
Gaping,  tender,  apt  to  weep, 
Their  nature's  alter'd  by  the  iheep. 

'Twas  thus  one  autumn  a.l  the  crew,  85 

(If  what  the  poets  fay  be  true,) 
While  Bacchus  made  the  merry  feaft, 
lnclin'd  to  or.e  or  orher  b;aft  ; 
Andfince,  'tis  faid,  for  many  a  mile 
He  fpread  the  vines  of  Lefbos'  Hie,  90 

ELYSIUM. 

"FN  airy  fields,  the  fields  of  blifs  below, 

•*■  Where  woods  of  myrtle,  le:  by  Maro,  grow, 

Where  gr  a  is  beneath,  and  ihade  diflfus'd  above, 

Retrefh  the  fevers  of  diitrafted  love; 

There  at  a  folemn  tide  the  beauties,  flain  $ 

By  tender  paction,  adl  their  fates  again; 

Thro'  gloomy  light,  thatjuft  betrays  the  grove, 

In  orgies  alldifconlolately  rove; 

They  range  the  reeds,  and  o'er  the  poppies  fweep, 

That  nodding  bend  beneath  their  load  of  deep,  10 

By  lakes  fubfiding  with  a  gentle  face, 

And  rivers  gliding  with  a  filent  pace  ; 

Where  kings  and  (wains,  by  ancient  authors  fung, 

Now  chang'd  to  flov/'rets,  o'er  the  margin  hungj 

The  felf-admirer,  white  NarcifTus,  lb  15 

Fades  at  the  brink,  his  picture  fades  below: 

In  bells  of  azure  Hyacinth  arofe, 

In  crimfon  painted  young  Adonis  glows, 

The  fragrant  crocus  ihone  with  golden  flame, 

And  leaves  inferib'd  with  Ajax'  haughty  name.  2Q 

A  fad  remembrance  brings  their  lives  to  view, 

And  with  their  paflion  makes  their  tears  renew, 

Unwinds  the  years,  and  lavs  the  former  lcene, 

Where  after  death  they  live  for  deaths  again. 

Loft  by  the  glories  of  her  lover's  ftate,  2$ 

Deluded  Semele  bewails  her  fate, 
And  runs,  and  feems  to  hum;  the  flames  arife, 
And  fan  with  idle  fury  as  the  flies. 

The  lovely  Camis,  whbfe  transforming  fhape 
Secur'd  her  honour  from  a  lecond  rape,  30 

Now  moans  the  firft,  with  raffled  drefs  appears, 
Feels  her  whole  fex  return,  and  bathes  With  tears. 

The  jealous  Procris  wipes  a  feeming  wound, 
Whofe  trickling  crimfon  dyes  the  butny  ground, 
Knows  the  fad  ihaft,  and  calls  before  fhe  go,  35 

To  kifs  the  fav'rite  hand  that  gave  the  blow. 
Where  ocean  feigns  a  rage,  the  Seftian  fair 
Holds  a  dim  taper  from  a  tow'r  of  air; 
A  noifelefs  wind  afTaults  the  wav'ring  light, 
The  bsauty  tumbling  mingles  with  the  night.  40 

X   2 
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Where  curling  (hades  for  rough  Leucate  rofef 

With  love  diftradted  tuneful  Sappho  goes, 

Sings  to  mock  clifts  a  melancholy  lay, 

And  with  a  lover's  leap  affrights  the  fea. 
The  fad  Eryphile  retreats  to  moan,  45 

What  wrought  her  huiband's  death,  and  caus'd  her  own , 

Surveys  the  glitt'ring  veii,  the  bribe  of  Fate, 

And  tears  the  lhadow,  but  fhe  tears  too  late. 
In  thin  defign  and  airy  picture  fleet 

The  tales  that  ftain  the  royal  houfe  of  Crete:  59 

To  court  a  lovely  bull  Pafiphas  flies, 

The  fnowy  phantom  feeds  before  her  eyes. 

Loft  Ariadne  raves ;  the  thread  lhe  bore 

Trails  on  unwinding  as  fhe  walks  the  fhore; 

And  Phaedra,  defp'rate,  feeks  the  lonely  groves,  55 

To  read  her  guilty  letter  while  fhe  roves : 

Red  fhame  confounds  the  firit,  the  fecor.d  wcarls 

A  ftarry  crown,  the  third  a  halter  bears. 

Pair  Laodamia  mourns  her  nuptial  night, 

Of  love  defrauded  by  the  thirft  of  fight ;  60 

Yet  for  another  as  delufive  cries, 

And  dauntlefs  fees  her  Hero's  ghoft  arife. 
Here  Tnifbe,  Canace,  and  Dido,  ftand, 

All  arnvd  with  fwords,  a  fair,  but  angry  band: 

This  l'word  a  lover  own'd  ;  a  father  gave  65 

The  next;  aftranger  chane'd  the  laft  to  leave. 
And  there  e'en  fhe,  the  goddefs  of  the  grove, 

Join'd  with  the  phantom- fairs,  affects  to  rove; 

As  once  for  Latinos  fhe  forfook  the  plain, 

To  fteal  the  kiffes  of  a  flumb'iing  fwain;  7« 

Around  her  head  a  ftarry  fillet  twines, 
And  at  the  front  a  filver  crefcent  lhines. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  and  a  thoufand  more, 
With  facred  rage  recall  the  pangs  they  bore, 
Strike  the  deep  dart  afreih,  and  alk  relief,  75 

Or  footh  the  wound  with  foft'ning  words  of  grief. 
At  fuch  a  tide  unheedful  Love  invades 
The  dark  receffes  of  the  madding  lhades  j 
Thro'  long  defcent  he  fans  the  fogs  around, 
His  purple  feathers  as  he  flies  refound:  80 

The  nimble  beauties,  crowding  all  to  gaze. 
Perceive  the  common  trouble r  of  their  eafe ; 
Tho'  dulling  mifts  and  dubious  day  deftroy 
The  fine  appearance  of  the  flutt'ring  boy, 
Tho'  all  the  pomp  that  glitters  at  his  fide  85 

The  golden  belt,  the  claYp  and  quiver,  hide, 
And  tho'  the  torch  appear  a  gleam  of  white, 
That  faintly  fpots  and  moves  in  hazy  night, 
Yet  ftill  thev  know  the  god,  the  gen'ral  foe, 
And  threat'hing  lift  their  airy  hands  below.  q/9 

From  hence  they  lead  him  where  a  myrtle  ftood, 
The  faddeft  myrtle  in  the  mournful  wood, 
Devote  to  vex  the  gods;  'twas  here  before 
Hell's  awful  emprefs  foft  Adonis  bore, 
When  the  young  hunter  fcorn'd  her  graver  air,  95 

And  only  Venus  warm'd  his  ihadow  there. 

Fix'd  to  the  trunk  the  tender  boy  they  bind, 
They  cord  his  feet  beneath,  his  hands  behind; 
He  mourns,  but  rainly  mourns,  his  angry  fate, 
For  beauty,  ftill  relentlel's,  afts  in  hate.  xc« 
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Tho'  no  offence  te  done,  no  judge  be  nigh, 
Love  maft  be  g'lilty  by  the  common  cry^ 
For  all  are  pleas'd,  by  partial  pafllon  led, 
To  fhifi  their  follies  on  another's  head. 

Now  (harp  reproaches  ring  tneir  fhrill  alarms,  105 

And  all  the  heroines  brandish  all  their  arms, 
And  ev'ry  he.oine  makes  it  her  decree 
That  C:p:d  fuffer  iuft  the  lame  as  the. 
To  fix  the  defp'rate  halter  one  aiTay'd, 

One  feeks  to  wound  him  with  an  empty  blade;  HO 

Some  hradlon"  hang  the  nodding  rocks  of  air, 
They  fall  in  fancy,  and  he  feels  defpair; 
Some  tols  the  hoilow  leas  around  h;s  head 
(The  icas  that  want  a  wjivc  afford  a  dread) 
Orfhake  the  torch ;  the  foarklinz  fury  flies,  1 15 

And  flair.es  that  never  burn"d  afflict  his  eyes. 

The  mournful  Myrrha  bur:>s  her  rended  womb, 
And  drowns  h.s  vifaje  in  a  moift  perfume  ; 
While  others,  feeming  mild,  advife  to  wound 
With  hum'rous  pans,  by  fly  Deriflon  found,  12Q 

That  prickling  bodkir.s  teach  the  blood  to  flow, 
From  whence  the  rofes  firft  besin  to  glow, 
Or  in  tficir  flames  tofV.ge  the  boy  prepare. 
That  all  Ihould  choole  by  wanton  fancy  where. 

The  lovely  Venus,  w;t..  a  bleed: ng  breaft,  125 

She  too  fecurely  thro'  the  circle  preft, 
Forgot  the  parent,  urg'd  his  hafty  fate, 
And  fpurr'd  the  female  raee  beyond  debate: 
O'er  all  her  icenes  of  frailty  fwiftly  runs, 
Abfolves  herfelf,  and  makes  the  crime  her  fon's;  130 

That,  clafp'd  in  chains,  with  Mars  fhe  chanc*d  to  lie, 
A  noted  fab:e  or  the  laughing  fky ; 
That  from  her  love's  intemp"rate  h-.'at  began 
Sicanian  Eryx,  born  a  favaje  man, 

The  iool'e  Priapus,  ar.d  the  mooter  wight  135 

In  whom  the  fcxes  {hamefully  unite. 

irds  furfice  the  goddefs  of  the  fair, 
She  fnaps  the  rofy  wreath  that  bir.ds  her  hair, 
Then  on  the  god,  who  fear'd  a  fiercer  woe, 
Her  hands  unpityin?  dealt  the  frequent  blow;  140 

From  all  his  tender  fkin  a  purple  dew 
The  dreadful  icourges  of  the  chaplet  drew, 
Prom  whence  the  rcfe,  by  Cupid  tina'd  before, 
Now,  doubly  tinging,  flames  with  luftre  more. 

Here  ends  their  wratr  ;  the  parent  feems  fevere,  145 

The  ftrokes  unfit  for  little  Love  to  bear; 
To  lave  their  foe  the  melting  beauties  fly, 
And.  "Cruel  Mother!  fpare  thy  child,"  they  cry. 
To  Love's  account  they  plac'd  their  death  of  late, 
And  now  transfer  the  fad  account  to  Fa*e :  150 

The  mother  pleas'd,  beheld  the  ftorm  afluage, 
Thank'd  the  calm'd  mourners,  and  difmifs'd  her  rage. 

This  Fancy,  once  in  dulky  ihade  expreft, 
With  empty  terrors  work'd  the  time  of  re(V, 
Where  wre'ehed  Love  endur'd  a  world  of  woe  155 

For  all  a  winter's  length  of  night  below; 
Then  foar'd,  as  fleep  diffolv'd,  unchain'd  away, 
And  thro'  the  port  of  iv'ry  reach'd  the  day. 

As  mindlefs  of  their  rage,  he  flovly  fails 
On  pinions  cumber'd  in  t.r,e  miify  ral  160 

xs 
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(Ah,  fool  to  light!)  the  Nymphs  no  more  ob«jr, 

Nor  was  this  region  ever  his  to  fway : 

Caft  in  a  deep'ned  ring  they  dole  the  plain, 

And  feize  the  god  relu&ant  all  in  vain.  164 

THE  JUDGMENT  OF  PARIS. 
TyHERE  waving  pines  the  brows  of  Ida  fhade. 

The  {"wain,  young  Paris,  half  fupinely  laid, 
Saw  the  loofe  flocks  thro'  fhrubs  unnumber'd  rove. 
And  piping  call'd  them  to  the  gladded  grove: 
'Twas  there  he  met  the  menage  of  the  ikies,  S 

That  he,  the  judge  of  beauty^  deal  the  prize. 

The  meffage  known,  one  Love  v/ith  anxious  mind, 
To  make  his  mother  guard  the  time  affign'd, 
Drew  forth  her  proud  white  fwans,  and  trac'd  the  pair 
That  wheel  her  chariot  in  the  purple  air:  10    \ 

A  golden  bow  behind  his  (houlder  bends, 
A  golden  quiver  at  his  fide  depends  ; 
Pointing  to  thefe  he  nods  with  fearlefs  ftate, 
And  bids  her  fafely  meet  the  grand  debate. 
Another  love  proceeds  with  anxious  care,  15 

To  make  his  iv'ry  fleek  the  fliining  hair, 
Moves  the  loofe  curls,  and  bids  the  forehead  (how, 
In  full  expanfion,  all  its  native  fnow. 
A  third  enclafps  the  many-colour'd  celt, 
And,  rul'd  by  Fancy,  lets  the  filver  veft,  23 

When  to  her  fons,  with  intermingled  lighs, 
The  goddels  of  the  rofy  lips  applies. 

"■  Tis  now,  my  darling  Boys  !  a  time  to  fhow 
"The  love  you  feel,  the  filial  aids  you  owe; 
41  Yet  would  we  think  that  any  dar'd  to  ftrive  z$ 

*'  For  charms,  when  Venus  and  her  Love's  alive? 
*'  Or,  fhould  the  prize  of  beauty  be  deny'd, 
tl  Has  beauty's  Emprefs  aught  to  boaft  befide? 
"  And  ting'd  with  poilon,  pleafing  while  it  harms, 
*'  My  darts  I  trufted  to  your  infant  arms ;  30 

'*  If,  when  your  hands  have  arch'd  the  golden  bow, 
'*  The  world's  great  Ruler  bending  owns  the  blow, 
*'  Let  no  contending  form  invade  my  due, 
"  Tall  Juno's  mien,  nor  Pallas'  eyes  of  biue  ; 
"  But,  grae'd  with  triumph,  to  the  Paphian  fliorc  35 

"  Your  Venus  bears  the  palms  of  conqueft  o'er, 
u  And  joyful  fee  my  hundred  altars  there 
**  With  coftly  gums  perfume  the  wanton  air." 

While  thus  the  Cupids  hear  the  Cyprian  dame, 
The  grove  reibunded  where  a  goddefs  came;  40 

The  warlike  Pallas  march'd  with  mighty  ftride, 
Her  thield  forgot,  her  helmet  laid  afide  ; 
Her  hair  unbound,  in  curls  and  order  flow'd, 
And  peace,  or  fomething  like,  her  vifagefhow'd; 
So  with  her  eyes  ferene,  and  hopeful  hafte,  45 

The  long  ftretch'd  alleys  of  the  wood  (he  trae'd; 
But  where  the  woods  afecond  entrance  found, 
With  fceptred  pomp  and  golden  glory  crown'd^ 
The  ftately  Juno  ftalk'd  to  reach  the  feat, 
And  hear  the  fentence  in  the  laft  debate;  5f 

And  long,  feverely  long,  refent  the  grove, 
In  this  what  boots  it  fhe's  the  wife  of  Jove? 

Arm'd  with  a  grace  at  length,  fecure  to  win, 
The  lotely  Venus  foiling  enters  in ; 
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All  fweet  and  fliining  near  the  youth  (he  drew,  55 

Her  rofy  neck  ambrofial  odours  threw; 
The  facred  fcents  diffus'd  among  the  leaves, 
Ran  down  the  woods,  and  fill'd  their  hoary  caves; 
The  charms,  fo  am'rous  all,  and  each  fo  great, 
The  conquer'd  Judge  no  longer  keeps  his  feat;  Ga 

Opprefs'd  with  light,  he  drops  his  weary'deyes, 
And  fears  he  fhould  be  thought  to  doubt  the  prize. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  V1NER. 

IS  Viner  dead?  and  fliall  each  Muie  tecome 
Silent  as  Death,  and  as  his  mufic  dumb? 
Shall  he  depart  without  a  Poet's  praife, 
Who  oft'  to  harmony  has  tun'd  their  lays  f 
Shall  he  who  knew  the  elegance  of  found,  5 

Find  no  one  voice  to  fing  him  to  the  ground  f 
Mufic  and  Poetry  are  fifter-arts, 
Shew  a  like  genius,  and  confenting  hearts: 
My  foul  with  his  is  fecretly  ally'd, 
And  I  am  forc'd  to  fpeak,  fince  Viner  dy'd.  10 

Oh,  that  my  Mufe,  as  once  his  notes,  could  fwell! 
That  I  might  all  his  praifes  fully  tell; 
That  I  might  fay  with  how  much  fkill  he  play'd, 
How  nimbly  four  extended  ttrings  furvey'd; 
How  bow  and  fingers,  with  a  noale  ftiife,  I> 

Did  raife  the  vocal  fiddle  into  life  ; 
How  various  founds,  in  various  order  rang'd, 
By  unobferv'd  degrees  minutely  chang'd, 
Through  a  vaft  fpace  could  in  divifions  run, 
Be  all  diftindt,  yet  ail  agree  in  one :  »     1M 

And  how  the  fleeter  notes  could  fwiftly  pafs, 
And  (kip  alternately  from  place  to  place; 
The  ftnngs  could  with  a  fudden  impulfe  bound, 
Speak  every  touch,  and  tremble  into  found. 

The  liquid  harmony,  a  tuneful  tide,  Zf 

Now  feem'd  to  rage,  anon  would  gently  glide, 
By  turns  would  ebb  and  flow,  would  rife  or  fail, 
Be  loudly  daring,  or  be  foftly  imaih 
While  all  was  blended  in  one  common  name, 
Wave  pufh'd  on  wave,  and  all  compos'd  a  ftream.  JO 

The  different  tones  melodioufly  combin'd, 
Temper'd  with  art,  in  fweet  confufion  join'd; 
The  loft,  the  ftrong,  the  clear,  the  fhrill,  the  deep, 
Would  fometimes  foar  aloft,  and  fometimes  creep; 
While  every  foul  upon  his  motions  hung,  35 

As  though  it  were  in  tuneful  concert  rtrung, 
His  touch  did  ftrike  the  fibres  of  the  heart, 
And  a  like  trembling  fecretly  impart; 
Where  various  paffions  did  by  turns  fucceed, 
Hfc  made  it  cheerful,  and  he  made  it  bleed ;  40 

Could  wind  it  up  into  a  glowing  fire, 
Then  fhift  the  fcene,  and  teach  it  to  expire. 

Oft  have  I  feen  him,  on  a  public  ftage, 
Alone  the  gaping  multitude  engage; 

The  eyes  and  ears  of  each  fpectator  draw,  45 

Command  their  thoughts,  and  give  their  pafiion  law; 
While  other  mufic,  in  oblivion  drown"d, 
Seem'd  a  dead  pulie,  or  a  neglected  found. 

Alas!  he's  gone,  our  great  Apollo's  dead, 
And  al!  that's  fweet  and  tune-Tul  with  him  fled;  $f> 
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Hibernia,  with  one  univerfal  cry, 
Laments  the  lofs,  and  fpeaks  his  elegy. 
Farewell  thou  author  of  refin'd  delight, 
Too  little  known,  too  foon  remov'd  from  fight; 
Thofe  fingers,  which  fuch  pleafure  did  convey,  55 

Muft  now  become  to  ttupid  worms  a  prey: 
Thy  grateful  fiddle  will  for  ever  ftand 
A  filent  mourner  for  its  matter's  hand: 
Thy  art  is  only  to  be  match'd  above, 
Where  Mufic  reigns,  and  in  that  Mufic  Love 3  60 

Where  thpuwilt  in  the  happy  chorus  join,  > 

And  quickly  thy  melodious  foul  refine  £ 

To  the  exalted  pitch  of  Harmony  Divine.  J 

A  RIDDLE. 

T  TPON  a  bed  of  humble  clay, 

*^  In  all  her  garments  loofe, 

A  proftitute  my  mother  lay 

To  ev'ry  comer's  ufe ; 

Till  one  gallant,  in  heat  of  love,  2 

His  own  peculiar  made  her, 

And  to  a  region  far  above, 

And  fofter  beds,  convey'd  her. 

But  in  his  abfence,  to  his  place 

His  rougher  rival  came,  SO 

And  with  a  cold  conftrain'd  embrace 

Begat  me  on  the  dame. 

I  then  appear'd  to  public  view 

A  creaturp  wondrous  bright, 

But  fhortly  perifhable  too,  Ij 

Inconftant,  nice,  and  light. 

On  feathers  not  together  faft 

I  wildly  flew  about, 

And  from  my  father's  country  paft 

To  find  my  mother's  outj  7,0 

Where  her  gallant,  of  her  beguil'd, 

With  me  enamour'd  grew; 

And  I,  that  was  my  mother's  child, 

Brought  fcrth  my  mother  too.  %\ 

ON  MRS.  A.  F.  LEAVING  LONDON. 

fROM  Town  fair  Arabella  flies, 

The  beaux  unpowder'd  grieve. 
The  rivers  play  before  her  eyes, 
The  breezes  foftly  breathing  rife, 

The  fpring  begins  to  live.  $ 

Her  lovers  fwore  they  muft  expire, 
Vet  quickly  find  their  eafe, 
For  as  ihe  goes  their  flames  retire ; 
Love  thrives  before  a  nearer  fire, 
Efteem  by  diftant  rays.  XC 

Yet  foon  the  fair  one  will  return 

When  fummer  quits  the  plain ; 

Ye  Rivers!  pour  the  weepiag  urn. 

Ye  Breezes!  fadly  iighing,  mourn, 

Ye  Levers !  burn  again.  s<f 
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Tis  eonftancy  enough  in  love 
That  Nature's  fairly  fhown, 
To  fearch  for  more  willfruitlefs  prove} 
Romances  and  the  turtle  dove 
The  virtue  boaft  alone.  2» 

OH  THE  B P  OF  S , 

Iffho  had  like  to  have  been  burnt  in  his  Study. 

T7R.OM  that  dire  era,  bane  of  S 's  pride, 

■*•    Which  loft  his  fchemes,  and  laid  his  friends  afide, 
He  talks  and  writes  that  Pop'ry  will  return, 
And  he,  and  we,  and  all  his  works,  muftburn. 

What  touch'd  himfelf  was  almoft  fairly  ryov'd,  5 

(Oh!  far  from  Britain  be  the  reft  remov'd!) 
For  as  of  late  he  meant  to  blefs  the  age 
With  flagrant  prefaces  of  party-rage, 
O'erwrought  with  paffion,  and  the  fubjecVs  weight, 
Lolling  he  nodded  in  his  elbow  feat;  ie 

Down  fell  the  candle,  greale  and  zeal  confpife, 
Heat  meets  with  heat,  and  pamphlets  burn  their  fire. 
Here  crawls  a  preface  on  its  half  burnt  maggots, 
And  there  an  introduction  brings  its  faggots ; 
Then  roars  the  prophet  of  the  Northern  nation,  15 

Scorch'd  by  a  flaming  fpeech  on  moderation. 
Unwarn'd  by  this,  go  on  the  realm  to  fright, 
Thou  Briton !  vaunting  on  thy  fecond  fight : 
In  fuch  a  miniftry  you  fafely  tell 
How  much  you'd  fuffer  if  religion  fell.  iO 

EPIGRAM. 

**  Haud  facile  emergunt,  quorum  virtutibus  obftat 
44  Res  angulia  domi— -" 

'T'HE  greateft  eifts  that  Nature  does  beftow, 

Can't  unaffiited  to  perfection  grow : 
A  fcanty  fortune  clips  the  wings  of  Fame, 
And  checks  the  progrefs  of  a  rifing  name  : 
Each  daftard  virtue  drags  a  captive's  chain,  5 

And  moves  but  flowly,  for  it  moves  with  pain  : 
Domeftic  cares  fit  hard  upon  the  mind, 
And  cramp  thofe  thoughts  which  fhould  be  unconfin'd: 
The  cries  of  Poverty  alarm  the  loul, 
Abate  its  vigour,  its  defigns  cantioul:  19 

The  Kings  of  Want  inflict  the  wounds  of  Death, 
And  motion  always  ceafes  with  the  breath. 
The  love  of  friends  is  found  a  languid  fire, 
That  glares  but  faintly,  and  will  Toon  expire; 
Weak  is  its  force,  nor  can  its  warmth  be  great,  15 

A  feeble  light  beget;  a  feeble  heat. 
Wealth  is  the  fuel  that  muft  feed  the  flame, 
It  dies  in  rags,  and  fcarce  deferves  a  name. 

ON  THE  CASTLE  OF  DUBLIN,    1715. 
HPHIS  houfe  and  inhabitants  both  well  agree, 

And  refemble  each  other  as  near  as  can  bej 
One  half  is  decay'd,  and  in  want  of  a  prop, 
The  other  newbuilt,  but  not  finilh'd  at  top.  4 
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LOVE  IN  DISGUISE. 

""TO  ftifle  paflion  is  no  eafy  thing; 

A  heart  in  love  is  always  or.  the  wing;  «. 

The  bold  betrayer  flutters  ftill, 
And  fans  the  breath  prepared  to  tell : 
It  melts  the  tongue,  and  tunes  the  throat,  j 

And  moves  the  lips  to  form  the  note ; 
And  when  the  fpeech  is  loft, 
It  then  fends  out  its  ghoft, 
A  little  figh, 

To  fay  we  die.  10 

vfi3  ftrange  the  air  thatcools,  a  flame  fhould  prove; 
Bat  wonder  not,  it  is  the  air  of  love. 

Vet,  Chlo  is,  I  can  make  my  love  look  well, 
And  cov»r  bleeding  wounds  I  can't  conceal; 

My  words  fuch  artful  accents  break,  1$ 

You  think  I  rather  aft  than  fpeak : 
My  fighs,  enliven'd  through  a  finite, 
Your  unfufpe&ing  thoughts  beguile} 
My  eyes  are  vary'd  fo, 

You  can't  their  wifhes  know:  29 

And  I'm  fo  gay, 
You  think  I  play. 
Happy  contrivance  !  fuch  as  can't  be  priz'd, 
To  live  in  love,  and  yet  to  live  difguis'd!  %.% 

CHLORIS  APPEARING  IN  A  LOOKING-GLASS. 
(")FT  have  I  feen  a  piece  of  art, 
v^    Of  light  and  fhade  the  mixture  fine, 
Soeak  all  the  paffions  of  the  heart, 

'  And  fhew  true  life  in  ev'ry  line. 

But  what  is  this  before  my  eyes,  J 

With  every  feature,  every  grace, 
That  ftrikes  with  love  and  with  furprize, 

And  gives- me  all  the  vital  face? 

It  is  not  Chloris :  for,  behold, 

The  fhifting  phantom  comes  and  goesj  *0 

And  when  'tis  here,  'tis  pale  and  cold, 

Nor  any  female  foftnefs  knows. 

Eut  'tis  her  image,  for  1  feel 

The  very  pains  that  Chloris  gives; 
Her  charms  are  there,  I  know  them  well,  I£ 

1  fee  what  in  my  boforn  lives. 

Oh,  could  I  but  the  pi£hire  fave! 

'Tis  drawn  by  her  own  matchlefs  {kill; 
Nature  the  lively  colours  gave. 

And  Ihe  need  only  look  to  kill.  40 

A'i !  fair-one,  will  i  t  not  fuffice, 

That  I  fhould  once  your  viftim  lie; 
Unlefs  you  multiply  your  eyes, 

And  ftrive  to  make  me  doubly  die  ?  44 
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ON  A  LADY  WITH  FOUL  BREATH, 
A  RT  thou  alive !  It  cannot  be, 

A  There's  (o  much  rottennefs  in  thee,  ( 

Corruption  oply  is  in  death; 
And  what's  more  putrid  than  thy  breath? 
Think  not  you  live  becauie  you  fpeak. 
For  graves  fuch  hollow  founds  can  make; 
And  retpiration  can't  fuffice, 
For  vapours  do  from  caverns  rife: 
From  thee  fuch  noifome  ftenches  come, 
Thy  mouth  betrays  thy  bread  a  tomb. 
Thy  body  is  a  corpfe  that  goes, 
By  magic  rais'd  from  its  repofe; 
A  pefti'lence,  that  walks  by  day, 
But  falls  at  night  to  worms  and  clay. 
But  1  will  to  my  Chlons  run,  *5 

Who  will  not  let  me  be  undone:     _ 
Thefweets  her  virgin-breath  contains 
Are  fitted  to  remove  my  pains; 
There  will  I  healing  nedfar  fip, 

And,  to  be  fav'd,  approach  her  lip;  *-> 

Though,  if  I  touch  the  matchlefs  dame, 
I'm  fure  to  burn  with  inward  flame. 
Thus,  when  I  would  one  danger  fhun, 
I'm  ftraight  upon  another  thrown: 

I  feek  a  cure,  one  fore  to  eafe,  »5 

Yet  in  that  cure's  a  new  ddeafe: 
But  Love,  though  fatal,  ftill  can  blsls, 
And  greater  .'.angers  hide  the  lefs; 
I'll  go  where  paffion  bids  me  fly, 
And  choofe  my  death,  fince  I  muft  die; 
As  Doves,  purfu'd  by  birds  of  prey, 
Venture  with  milder  man  to  ftay. 

ON  THE  NUMBER-  THREE. 
"DEAUTY  refts  not  in  one  fix'd  place, 
D  But  i'eems  to  reign  in  every  face; 
:Tis  nothing  fure  but  fancy  then, 
In  various  forms,  bewitching  men; 

Or  is  its  fhape  and  colour  fram'd,  5 

Proportion  juft,  and  Woman  nam'df 
If  Fancy  only  rul'd  in  Live, 

Why  lhould  it  then  fo  ftrongly  move? 

Or  why  fhould  all  that  look  agree, 

To  own  its  mighty  power  in  I  hree  ?  1° 

Jn  Three  it  fliewa  a  different  face, 

Each  fhining  with  pecaiia^  grace. 

Kindred  a  native  likenefs  gives 

Which  pleafes,  as  in  ail  it  lives ; 

Aid,  where  the  features  dilagree,  J> 

We  praife  the  dear  variety. 

Then  Beauty  furely  ne'er  was  yet 

So  much  uni:ke  itfelf,  and  lo  coniylstc. 
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